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FOR TOILET, BATH AND SHAMPOO 


ema Soap is the most satisfactory of all soaps. It is the health soap of the home—the enemy of dirt as well as 
It cleans and disinfects at the same time Heals cuts and serateches which, when infected, are often potsoned. 


Lifebuoy Soap has “that « “ an smell” which distinguishes it from ordinary soaps. 
Phe odor of Lifebuoy associates itself with utter clean-ness and wholesomeness. 


Sc at Your Crocer’s 
LEVER BROTHERS COMPANY Cambridge, Mass. 
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Philip Morris 


ORIGINAL 
LONDON 


Cigarettes - 





The one smoke 
that always 


**shows class.”’ 


CAMBRIDGE 


regular size 


25c. 
35c. 


AMBASSADOR 
after-dinner size 





** The Little 


Brown Box ’’ 





Great Western 
| Champagne 


HALF THE COST OF 
IMPORTED 





Of the Six Ameri- 
can Champagnes 
Exhibited, Great 
Western was the 
Only One Awarded 
the Gold Medal at 
Exposition, 


GREATWESTERN 2 


Paris 
1900. 


Your Grocer or Dealer 
Can Supply You 


Sold Everywhere 






Pleasant Valley 
Wine Co. 
Rheims, N. Y. 
Oldest and Largest 


Champaque House 
in Ameria 
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Beware of Imitations 
fasteners men swear Washburne 


not at look for nani 
Vat. Top 
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Stamped on 
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Cull Holder 
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AMERICAN emncanpann, Dept.102, Water! ynry, Conn. 
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A Highway of 
Communication 


It goes by your door. Every 
home, every office, every factory, 
and every farm in the land is on 
that great highway or within 
reach of it. It is a highway of 
communication and every Bell 
Telephone is a gateway by which 
it can be reached. 


Millions of messages travel over 
this highway every day. In the 
great cities they follow one another 
like the bullets from a machine 
gun, and over the wide reaches 
of the country they fly with the 
speed of shooting stars. 


The Bell service carries the 
thoughts and wishes of the people 
from room to room, from house to 
house, from community to com- 
munity, and from state to state. 


This service adds to the effi- 
ciency of each citizen, and multi- 
plies the power of the whole nation. 


The Bell system brings eighty 
million men, women and children 
into one telephone common- 
wealth, so that they may know 
one another and live together in 
harmonious understanding. 


A hundred thousand Bell em- 
ployees are working all the time 
on this highway of communica- 


tion. Every year it is made 
longer and broader, and_ its 
numerous branches are more 


widely extended. [very year it 
is furnished with a larger number 
of telephone gateways and be- 
comes the means of greater use- 
fulness. 


The Bell Long Distance Telephone will meet your 


new needs and serve your new purposes. 
one system, 


— one policy, 


lt means 
universal service. 


Every Bell Telephone is the center of the System. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
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Art Color Printing Co. 


FINE COLOR AND 
MAGAZINE PRINTERS 








Telephone DIRECT 
6870-1 TIONS FROM 
Madison 





PROCESS 
COLORED COPY 
OR MORE COLORS 


Office and Works 


425-435 East 24th Street, New York City 


REPRODUC- 
IN ONE 
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LO arts SYSTEM 


DIAMONDS 





the Loftis 


For Christmas Presen 

can give a“ loved one 
5 Reliable. 

OF Ti and Watch Credit House. 

6003.4 $ Dept. p 40 , 92 State St., Chicagr, Il. 





Original Diamond 





System if a great convenience. 

able gifts without the outlay of much ready money, A small cash payment, and you 

your choice of the finest — ds, watches and other articles of high grade jeweiry, 
MAKE YOUK SELECTIONS NOW from ourXmascatalog, 

We will send them, with all e xpress charges paid, for 

spection. 

in 8equal monthly payments, Write for Xmas Catalogue Today. 


t enables you to make beautifal and vala- 





our in- 


If you like them, pay one-fifth on delivery; balance 





a Safe Gift to Him 


r re se to be rg mn in ev na love for good firs IrMS, 
When the ant c} tn question, ““W hall 1 give him 


con around, it if 


IVER JO 


Safety Automatic Revolver 
that many Iver Johr ns are t 
mil | It's thet t he 
t If the I mer hits aya 
! t I r t tl r y 
» ** Hammer the Hammer" wit!- 
hare, But pull the trigger and it 


id true, 


Our F Fre Booklet, ‘‘Shots”’ Tells More in Detail 


the Iver Johnson works, Our handsome 


calaiu, ‘ Wills al, 


Iver Johnson Safety Hammer Revolver 
Richly nickeled, 23 caliber rim-Bere: os il 
‘ ‘ eh barrel, of lil 
‘fire,: ‘yin ch barrel 
IVER JOHNSON SAFETY 
HAMMSRLSSS REVOLVER 
nickeled, 32 calibre conter-fire, Si ch barrel; or 3 « 
neh barrel 
extra length barrel « blued finish at dihtbeeatenes nt. 
ware and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or 
eipt of price if your dealer will not ipply. 
© erip and our pame on the barrel 


WER JOHNSON" $ ARMS & CYCLE WORKS, 153 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass. 
New York; #@ Chambers Street Hamburg, Germany: Pickhuben4 
San Francesco: Phil, Bb. Bekeart Co., 717 Market Street 











J. M. HUBER 


MANUFACTURER OF 


Dry Colors 


FINE 


Pulp Colors 


terrenpress INKS 
Main Office: 
150 Worth Street 


3-4-5-6 Mission Place 
NEW YORK 


Philadelphia 
206 South Fifth Street 


St. Louis 
113-115 Vine Street 


Chicago 
350 Dearborn Street 


Boston 
133 Pearl Street 





HUBER’S INKS USED ENTIRELY ON THIS PUBLICATION 
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B nSwick B 25 Fie tH Ay &, New Yor«, 


John A. Sleicher, President F. W. Schneider, See- 
retary, Arthur Terry, Treasurer. 
WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE 
1136-7 Marquette Building, Chicago, Ml, 

James M. Lee, 
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Managing Editor 








Grant E. Hamilton, Art Editor 
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TERMS ‘TO SUBSCRIBERS GLYCERINE 
‘ b PENDE NE , AN | 
velit SOAP 
One copy, one year, or 52 numbers 25.00) F 
One copy, six months, or 26 number 2 > 
One’copy, for thirteen weeks 1.25 PERFECTION 
i: , 
FOREIGN SUBSCRIPTIONS : / PURITY*°PERFUME \ 
Canada, ) cents extra a year for postage; other , ww ee! 
foreign countries, $1.00 a year extra | Wy, FERD MULHENS ia Z 
EUROPEAN SALES-AGENT: Internations al News | BF cacuns Goan “a 


Company, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, E..C., | t 
london; Brentano's, Avenue de COpera, lari 
aarbach’sa Neu ke rchange, Main 


FROM THE CHRISTMAS STOCKINGS 
of JUDGE’S CONTEMPORARIES. 


SAME OLD CROP. 
The gladsome Christmastide 
Is with us, folks; a ememnniieenaneian -= 
And with us now abide 
The Christmas jokes. 
— Baltimore 


; : - 
\ MULHENS & KRUPFE 


\” Baoageey NewYous VY 
- 


r, Germany 


American, 


LEST SANTA OVERHEAR. 

A story about Florence Nightingale, 
the famous Crimean nurse, was told at 
the Colony Club in New York by a 
woman journalist. 

‘*When I visited Miss Nightingale in| 
her London house last year,”’’ she said, 
‘*though eighty-six years old, she had a 
mind as clear as my own. A little girl 
was calling on her. She was very fond 
of children. She told me that this little 
girl believed very profoundly in Santa 
Claus, 

‘*So great, she declared, was the little 
girl’s belief in Santa Claus that when, 
a few days before Christmas, she was 
naughty and they told her she had bet- 
ter be careful or Santa Claus might not | 
visit her on Christmas morning, she 
frowned reproachfully and exclaimed, in 


better than 
the Champagne 
you have always 
thought was best. 


50 YEARS 





Satisfying 
Critical Tastes 


a loud voice, 
‘Hush! You need not say it so near 
Oneonta Star. 
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MADISON SQuani, NEW YORK 
Absolutely Fireproof 1] 
way Phe finest type of modern hotel are hiteet | 
in New York i autifully furnished. ‘ I] 
fort ‘and luxurie Us On } 


Dasnersate d in the very he art of New York.9 
tll the life and fashion of the metrope “ 
Room z $1. 50 and $2 “ | 
Room and Bath . . * $2.50 and aT 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath . $5.0 
Service and cuisine far fame ater tae 
excellence a lightful music afternead 

and evening 

Send Jor m ares ular 


A. A. ‘CADDAGAN 
Managin; ' 








and hawl- 











BREWING CO. MILWAUR 


VAL BLAT 


Ask for it at the Club, Cafe or Buffet. Insist on “‘ Blatz.” 





| ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will § + 
Y all newspaper clippings W™ 
appear about you, your friends, or any *Yh, 
which you may want to be ‘up “ date. I 
i i H 1ew spape " veriodica importance 
Correspondence invited direct. newspaper and periodical of imps a - 
10) notice Henry RomeIKE, 110-112 West - 


Street, New York. 


In answering ativertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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REFLECTED HUMOR 


YULE-TIDE DOGGEREL. 
We'll sing a song of Christmas, 
Its berries red, its bills, 
Its sloppy mud, its rain, its snow, 
Its many thousand ills. 
We’ll eat the hot plum pudding, 
All floating in blue blazes, 














Liqueur 
Peres Chartreux 






ad 
Woe 


: the Worlds Best! 
itCel 


FOR THE HOLIDAYS 


Tonic, appetizer and sure aid to diges- 
tion. Then, there’s the Christmas shop- 
ping with its weariness. ‘‘Underberg’”’ 
braces, rests, almost immediately. Keep 
it in the house for the use of all, the 
year round. Try it with sherry and for 
any mixed drink. It is delicious. 





EEN GREEN Which mystic light does burn so bright, 
ND AND Our eyes it almost dazes. 
¥! LLOW YELLOW And underneath the mistletoe 


We’ll kiss our aunts and cousins, 

Our wife, and all the pretty girls 
We'll osculate in dozens. 

’Tis Christmas! Merry Christmas! 

And we’ll assuage our grief 

amply eating cold mince pie 

And underdone roast beef. 

| We'll stand beneath the mistletoe, 
We’ll sit upon the holly, 

We'll fill the children’s stockings full, 
And shout that we are jolly, 

And cheer to think it’s Christmas, 
And eat all we can stuff, 

Till indigestion seizes us 
And we cry, ‘‘Hold, enough!’’ 

| So when the doctor calls next day, 
He finds us very queer; 

We give a groan and feebly moan. 
Then it is very clear, 

If Christmas Day were once a week, 
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Enjoyable as a Cocktail 
and Better for You 
Over 7,000,000 Bottles Imported 
to United States 


Restanvauts, ov by the bottle at 
hauls and 













Al all Motels, Clats and 
Wine Meved 


Ask for UNDERBERG. Booklet Free. 
= only by H. Underberg Albrecht 


heinberg, Germany, since 1846. 
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We shouldn’t long be here! LUYTIES BROTHERS 
—Illustrated Bits. 204 William Street, New York, Sole Agents 
The original and genuine hartreu ha: 
always heen and still ts mede by the Carthu- A MEDICINAL MARATHON. | 
$i 1 ks | PéresChartreux), who, since their » ° . %, 
expulsion trom France, have been located at Irate doctor (finding bottle of quack The Best 
srraqona, Spain; and, although the old labels ~—" ‘oa : . ; 
and insignia originated by the Monks have medicine) Why didn’t you tell me o ted 
cpeuiey totioatal teseestattonenansene enn you were taking this wretched stuff?”’ Bitter Lique 
mente, chaie weeks renemand pepeuates Age Patient—‘Well, it was my missis, 
: known @s"Liqueur Peres Chartreuz, . . > e . 
= se sir. She says, I’ll dose you with this, 
At first Wine Merchants, Grovers, Hotels, Cafes, and doctor he’ll try his stuff, and we’ll : 
s tus United States, see which’ll cure you first.’’—Punch. ! 
FAAARARAAAAAARAAAARAAARRARAR CHEATING THE LAW. 
— Man on shore—‘‘''m going ter have 











you arrested when you come outer 


thar!’’ 
HIGHLAND ‘“*Te—he! I ain’t coming out— I’m 
(Sinks with a 


committing suicide!’’ 
Pure bubbling grin. )—Li/e. | 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; insures your 


getting the very best. 
. Ww someceo 
est 
East or - A HEART-TO-HEART TALK. 
It Is the Best An Atchison young thing had a heart 
that ached, her honey-boy having taken 


BOTTLED his affections elsewhere, and her father 
IN BOND recently shut himself up with her to 


reason with her. 

Seven Years Old “‘That honey-boy averaged spending 
fifty cents a week on you,”’ he said; 
‘‘here’s a dollar a week to take his 
Age, Proof, Quan- place. Every time he called he cleaned 
out the refrigerator; your mother will 


“The Standard for 6O Years” 


OND 


EXTRACT 


The test of time has only 
see to it that your brothers do this in served to strengthen confi- 
future. He kept you up late at nights; ‘ © 
yout baby sister is cross, and hereafter dence in the efficacy of — | 


Satine te you will let the baby do this for you. 


FREIBERG & WORKUM He took possession of the most comfort- Pond’s Extract. 


Distillers able rocker on the porch; when you look 
216-220 E. Front Street at that rocker in future it will not be hi R hi 
CINCINNATI, 0. |empty, bringing the pang to your heart ot ing, eft es Ing 
that your silly novels tell about-—it will 


— be occupied by the man who paid for it, d H li 
and that’sme. Your mother and I stayed an ea ing 















tity Guaranteed by 
U. S. Government 
































Nickel-plat R..- a | DOND'S EXTRACT 
i : — on, yy you through colic and teething, an 
wand Repeating == majv. a0 Pata are going to get you through this if we The Most Useful Household Remedy Tne Qonore! Famiy Remedy 
LIQUID PISTOL Ser have to take turns spanking you. Now 
mae p the most vielous dog (of - — take your eyes off the moon and lock at i 
Puthetly ante te cet ee, ©), the dust around you.’’—Altchison Globe, Ask your druggist for 






~ or et te aka vires and recharges by pull- 
tr ‘ kes require 1" Ove from any Liquid 86 a AN Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the POND ’S EXTRA CT. Sold 


dealers, or by mail, 50c. Rubber-covered Holster, 10c, | best remedy for their « hildren. 25c. a bottle. 





























With Pistol, SSc. Money-order or U. S. stamps. No coins. ° bk 
Parker Stearns & Co. 294 Shetfield Ave., Dept E, Bkiyn, NY, “ OUT OF THE MOUTH OF BABES.” only im sealed bottles never 
AR ‘Why is the baby crying?” asked the sold in bulk. Refuse all sub- 
RM BERS MAKE SIDE MONEY polite street-car conductor. titut. 1) . tT 
er it thine i ee engeenes and “y suppose it is complaining about the stitutes. OND's exTAA 
| sen’ SEDELKE G COMPANY, Dept. 13, ELYRIA, OHIO. service,’’ she answered stiffly. —Bujulo 
subi ~ ——— Express. POND’S EXTRACT COMPANY, NEW YORK 
o” & p HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
- 4 APER WAREHOUSE Success is like doctors and plumbers. 
se Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Stree *r ace ishe ~ » firs 
West Branch Wes) ot ar 136 Bloocher 3 an - Sat It never accomplishes much on the first | 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER call. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE, It will be appreciated, , 








‘THE LOVING cuP.”’ 
In ‘*‘ The Loving Cup’’ (W. R. Ander 
New York) one will find 
friends, Edited by 
Wilbur D. Nesbit, it is a book of ** orig 
origiral folks.’’ Mr 
t of the contributors are 
JupGk; conse 


son Company, 
a lot of Jvupcr’ 


inal toasts by 
Nesbit and mo 
also contributors to 
quently our opinion of this book may lhe 
a little biased. But as the proof of the 
Christmas turkey is the eating, so the 
proof of this book is the reading So 
interesting it is that we should like to 
quote the whole book, but we are afraid 
of the copyright laws, llowever, we 
some of the 


are going to quot selec 
tions, and, lest we 
ing partiality, we are going to make 
the rule of quoting the toasts of writers 
whose appear in the table 
of contents of the Christmas JupGce. 

First of all, there is James Montgom 
ery Flagg, ‘‘who arose from his seat at 
the table’’ and expressed himself in ‘‘A 
Toast to Nerve,’’ as follows: 


be accuse d of show- 


names also 


**Here’s to the nerve of old Daniel, 
Of Peary, and Blondin, who've 
passed ; 
But the nerve of our Wilbur D. Nesbit 
Has got 'em all lashed to the mast.’’ 









| BOOKS 


FOR 


To which ‘‘our Wilbur D.’’ replied: 


‘Here's to Flagg- long may he 


wave!’ 

John Kendrick Bangs gives the fol- 
lowing recipe for ‘‘One Portion of 
Toast’’: 

‘*You ask a little Toast of me? Why, 


yes! 
I'll specially prepare a bit for you. 


CHRISTMAS GIFTS 








I’ll bake a nice, fresh Loaf of Friendli- 
ness, 
And when ’tis done I'll cut a slice or 
two, 
And on the 
Cheer, 
Fanned by the Breeze of Steadfast- 
ness in Storm, 
This will I grille till toasted it appear, 
And on the Cloth of Good-will serve 
it warm.’’ 


Fires of Fellowship and 


Cooling 





Soothing 





Delicious 











it is 


There's a tingle and tone to 
Fehr's Beer. 
acteristic quality and flavor 
that places it in a class to itself. 


There is a char- 


There is keen enjoyment 
in its snap and sparkle, and 
because of its absolute purity, 


refreshing, invigorating 


and healthful. 


WHOLESOME AS SUNSHINE 


young. 


Beer. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. 


‘Tis ideal for Family or Table use: so 
acceptable and nutritious for old and 


It is an aid to digestion and far 


better than Medicine for strengthening 
nerves and building tissue. 


‘0 get “Fehr” quality, “Fehr” flavor 
and “Fehr” purity one must get Fehr 
If your dealer can't supply you, 
advise with us. 


genuine F. F. X. L. 


Frank Fehr Brewing Co. 


We'll see that you get 


Louisville, Kentucky. 


It will be appreciated. 


Here is a wish from Strickland ‘;j}}j. 
lan: 


“When fulfillment has 
wish you could wish; 

When full to the brim and o’erflowing 
the dish 

Held out for your joys; when your «very 
prayer 

Has brought in reply all you asked 
and to gpare; 

When the world has done all the kind 
things that it could to you 

May it then have 
good to you 1” 


crowned very 


but barely hbequu to he 


From Albert Bigelow Paine comes the 
‘*Before and After Taking’’: 


‘Before marriage, a woman thinks a 
man is better than he is. After mar- 
riage, she thinks him worse than he ig, 
So here’s to woman, whatever she thinks 
about man, whatever he is.’’ 


Tudor Jenks gives the following pre- 
scription: ‘‘Love one woman, all chil- 
dren and some men.’’ And then adds, 
‘*A smile is the same in all languages,” 

Last, but not least, is the ‘‘L’Envoi,” 
by our ** Wilbur D.’’: 


“Then brim the goblet and quaff the 
toast 
To a friend or two, 
For glad the man who can always boast 
A friend or two; 
The fairest sight is a friendly face, 


_ The blithest tread is a friendly pace, 


And heaven will be a better place 
For a friend or two.’’ 


JuDGE’s advice is to give this book to 
a few persons and thereby make a 
friend or two. 


‘‘WaGs.”” 


If the title given by Morgan Shepard 
to his little book, ‘‘Wags’’ (A. Wessels, 
New York), is rather indefinite, it may 
be said for the benefit of JupGr readers 
that the said book is ‘‘the philosophy of 
the peaceful pup.’’ Some of the wags 
are little and some are big, but all are 
as joyful as those of the little dog that 
welcomes you home at night. Some of 
the little wags are: 


**Don’t ever let a bark get out 
Until there’re things to fuss about.” 


““The wind may blow from north to-day, 
But, wait—’twill blow another way. 


“Oh, if you must have cats for friends, 


Beware your nose—-or other ends!’ 


‘I’ve never seen the shadows yet 
That in the sun won’t vanish; 

Nor have I ever seen or met 
The care that smiles can’t banish.” 


‘*When I was young an’ frisky 
I acted orful gay; 
But now I think it risky 
An’ find it doesn’t pay. 
The things most worth the gettin’ 
Are just a friend or two, 
An’ sense to keep forgettin’ 
The fleas that bother you.” 


‘THE LIVING CHALICE.” 


Good goods are said to be done up 1m 
small packages. This assertion is cer 
tainly true of ‘The Living Chalice 
(Maunsel & Co., Dublin), by Susan L. 
Mitchell. The poems in this 
volume show every mark of the skilled 
literary worker. In these days of @ 
literary deluge it is a pleasure to find a 
poet sailing out into the deeper waters 
To read Miss Mitchell's poems is like 4 
trip through an uncharted sea, where 
one finds new and unexplored lands. 
‘*Thorns of Holly’’: 


modest 


‘* The red-berried holly 
We set up long ago, 
In tenderest folly 
We hung the mistletoe. 


Continued 
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ome Girls—get together and 
have a Taffy Pull. Make the taffy with Karo. 





C 


delicious it tastes. How wholesome it 1s. 
Karo Fudge too—simply perfect—and 
Caramels and Butter Scotch. 





CORN SYRUP 
Use it for 

Ginger Bread 

Cookies <« 

Candy \< 


Eat it on 


Griddle Cakes / 




























| Hot Biscuit wie) 
Z Waffles “ey 
*Send your name ona post — 
card for Karo Cook Book— 
fifty pages including thirty perfect 
recipes for home candy-making. 


CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO., Dept.F F,New York 


o 
See how smooth and golden it pulls. How 
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“Thorns of old affection, 

Ye pierced us through and through; 
Mach year in recollection 

We pierce ourselves anew.”’ 


and ‘* The Mistletoe ’’: 


“Burn, Christmas, burn with ruddy 
glow, 
Thou red heart of the year! 
Come, cut the magie mistletoe! 
The feast of youth draws near. 
Old Humorists, still evergreen, 
Draw boy and girl apart. 
smile, for the trick is old, but screen 
Shy kiss and fluttering heart”’ 


elected for quotation simply be- 
‘use they are short and are especially 
appropriate for a holiday number of a 
Magazine, 


“A SMOKER’S REVERIES.”’ 


Whether you smoke or not, you will 
oY ** A Smoker’s Reveries.”’ (1. M. 
‘iwell Company, New York.) ‘This 
vume, compiled by Joseph Knight, is a 
collection of the be st bits of recent poe- 
on the subject of tobacco and smok- 
ing. ““My Husband’s Pipe,’’? which 
originally appeared in Jupce and which 
W4s so favorably received, is, of course, 
included in the collection. We also 
netiee * The Christmas Cigar,’’ which 
was first published in our next-door 
neighbor, Leslie’ Weekly. Remember- 


mg many Christmas boxes, Mr. Knight 
S4ys 


try 


“For these dream weeds 
; Which love hath sent, 
Should | not grateful be? 

Of other needs 
I have no thought 


Sue . 
Such peace they bring to me.”’ 


lo women rs 


adera : . 
aders our advice is: In- 
Stead of the 


mas. oi box of cigars for Christ- 
bs TiVe : 
Bive this book. Your taste will be 


CHRISTMAS JINGLES. 
AN EXCHANGE OF CHRISTMAS GIFTS 
— was a fine Chicago girl, 
And he ‘twas rather shocking 
Sent her a motor runabout 
To ‘put into her stocking.’”* 


But she was good at repartee, 
And, ’stead of getting teary, 
Sent him two big horse-blankets tagged : 
* Bar-TABS FOR LivTLe DEarib.”” 
A FANCY NOT FREE 
i THE SPRING the poet's fancy 
grimly turns to thoughts of autumn. 
Too late now for springtime sonnets 
all the editors have bought ’em. 
So he shoots his faney forward to the 
festive time of holly 
To the mistletoe’s glad custom, with its 
osculating folly. 
And ‘long about December, with the win- 
try skies above, 
He will mail his springtime warbles, 
lightly turned to thoughts of love. 


MODUS OPERANDI 
M* CHLOE says she cannot see 
How Christmas jokes are made. 
They’re written "neath a chestnut tree 
When ninety in the shade. 
SPOTTED LIKE THE LEOPARD 
HIS Christmas she has taueht me 
What I had ne’er divined; 


Judged by the tie she’s bought me, 
She must be color-blind. 


SHE WAS WILLING 
‘6 ULE-TIDE fast is coming, dear. 
If you my wife will be, 
Il! draw my cash and start right in 
To be your Christmas tree !”’ 


CONSOLING. 


Md YOU don’t happen to have any mis- 
tletoe, never mind, love always fi 
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MUSICAL EVOLUTION 
( Major Chord wed Mi | I lat 
(No union could be finer), 


And to the Major Chords there came 
lin time, a little minor. 


BROMO~ 
SELTZER 


CURES 


HEADACHES 
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THE WISE HEN, 


** Laying aside something for a rainy day.” 


THE CHRISTMAS BOX FROM HOME. 
By Vict 

with! As it’s pushed from post to corner by 
the rude expressman’s knocks; 

But there’s something sort of homelike 
in the little things it holds 

The golden-yellow heart cakes baked in 
good ol 1l-fashioned moulds, 

The jars of quince and apple 
set them on the shelf, 

And a little note comes fluttering, 
put these up herself. 

Jenny sends the citron; and wear these 


r A. Hermann 


HEN the sidewalk’s lined 
cedar and the holly berries gleam, 
And the merry Christmas shoppers seem 
to form an endless stream, 
And the small boy’s in his glory with 
his nose pressed to the pane 
Of the dazzling toy window where old 
Santa Claus doth reign, 
Then it’s Christmas. -yes, it’s Christmas 
and you feel it in the air, 
And you see it in the faces down along 
the shopping square ; 
And the mistletoe and cedar lead you far 
and far away, 
And remind you of a caller that is due 
on Christmas Day 
A caller that will reach you no matter 


and you | 


‘*Ma 


mittens, do, 

For granny sat up late at night to knit 
them just for you!’’ 

By jinks! it sort of gets you, that box 
of little things, 

And a Merry, Merry Christmas is the 
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FLORIDA 
WATER 


UNRIVALED 
UNEQUALED 
UNIQUE 
** The Universal Perfume’’ for the 
Bath, Handkerchief and Dressing-Table. 
Delightful in the tub or basin; for a 


rub-down after exercise, fatigue or ex- 
posure; after shaving, and for general 
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toilet use. 








message that it brings. 
And no matter where you’ve wandered, ! 
from New Yo.k clear to Nome, 
There nothing so inviting as the 
Christmas box from home! 


where you roam, 

That's your good old annual visitor 
the Christmas box from home! 

is 

There's a noise in 
creaking of the stair, 

And up comes an expressman who looks 
like he'd love to swear. 

His brow is almost dripping and his 
cheeks are fiery red. 

**By jinks, it must be books, sir 
has the weight of lead!’’ 

And you look the address over and you 
find it’s here at last, 

With half adozen labels and a rope to 
hold it fast; 

And it brings the breath of country t 
the busy, throbbing town, 

With its crowning wreath of holly and 
its walnuts rich and brown, 

And its little jars of honey all dripping 
in the comb 

A storehouse ful! of good things is the 
Christmas box from home! 


the hallway and a 


SECRET WORKER. 
THE PLAN UPON WHICH COFFEE OPERATES. 

Colfee is such a secret worker that it 
is not suspected as the cause of sickness 
or disease, but there is a very sure way 
to find out the truth. 

A lady in Memphis gives an interest- 
ing experience her husband had with 
coffee, It seems that he had been using 
it for some time and was an invalid, 

The physician in charge shrewdly sus- 
pected that coffee was the ‘*‘ Worm at 
the root of the tree,’’ and ordered it 
discontinued, with instructions to use 
Postum regularly in its place. 

The wife says: ‘* We found that was 
the true remedy for his stomach and 
heart trouble and we would have gladly 
paid a hundred times the amount of the 
doctor's charge when we found how wise 
his judgment was. 

** The use of Postum instead of coffee 
was begun about a year ago, and it has 
made my husband a strong, well man. 
| He has gained thirty-five pounds in that 
) time and his stomach and heart trouble 
have all disappeared. 

‘*The first time I prepared it I did 
not boil it long enough and he said there 
was something wrong with it. Sure 
enough, it did taste very flat; but the 
next morning I followed direetions care- 
fully, boiling it for fifteen minutes, and 
he remarked ‘ this is better than any of 
the old coffee,’ 

** We use Postum regularly and never 
tire of telling our friends of the benefit 
| we have received from leaving off cof- 

fee."’ 

Look for the little book, ‘‘ The Road 
to Wellville,”’ in packages. ‘‘ There’s 


a Reason.’”’ 


! it 


Oh, travel-stained and homely is the 


country Christmas box, 


If You Want 
Hair 
When Old 


— 


~* 





PACKER’S TAR SOAP 


The cleansing, antiseptic and ton properties 
of its pure pine-tar, glycerine and sweet vege 


Ever read the above letter? A new one 
ag from time to time. They are gen- 
uine, true, and tull of human interest. 


C 


table oils have given it an exclusive charac ter, 
ONVINCE a woman against her will 








with unvarying results, for over 35 year 
5 . i , — 
q THE PACKER MFG. CO., New York and she will have no opinion still. 





BY A. 2 





Whenever and however used 
Murray & Lanman’s 
FLORIDA WATER 


is always grateful, comforting 
and reviving 


FOR A CENTURY OF CHRISTMASES 


this most popular of all Toilet Perfumes has de- 
lighted and refreshed Mankind in every land. 
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Beware of Imitations and Substitutes ! 
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PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD 


THE SHORTEST ROUTE 
froom NEW YORK to 


CHICAGO 907 Miles 


Seven Daily Trains 


including 


“THE PENNSYLVANIA LIMITED” 


The Train of Quality 


“PENNSYLVANIA SPECIAL” 


The Famous 18-Hour Train 


and 


ST. LOUIS - 1052 Miles 


Five Daily Trains 


including 


“ST. LOUIS LIMITED” 


iin of the 
an 


“THE 24-HOUR ST. LOUIS” 


From the Hudson to the Mississippi 
in One Day 


THE STANDARD RAILROAD OF AMERICA 


The Favorite Tr 
Particular M 








Trains of Model Equipment Maintaining Fast Schedules at Convenient 
Hours with Phenomenal Regularity 





J. R. WOOD GEO. W. BOYD 
Passenger Traffic Manager General Passenger Agent 
— . 
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HIS agreement witnesseth, that the publishers 
hereby let unto the purchaser this Christmas 
issue of JUDG. ‘The said lessee hereby 
agrees to share it with others and not to keep 
the same exclusively to himself unless the 
written consent of the lessor be received. It is 
hereby mutually agreed that the purchaser 
shall hold or dispose of the Christmas JUDGE 
upon the terms and conditions herein named. 

Regular subscribers are released from the 
obligation of permanently parting with their 
copies. All members of the subscriber’s family 
are equally entitled to the joys and pleasures 

found in the pages. The fact that the fingers of the younger 
members will be sticky from the handling of Christmas candy 
shall not deprive said members of the privilege of looking 
at the pictures. It is mutually understood that the said stick- 
iness is one of the incontestable Yule-tide rights of childhood. 

Purchasers of the Christmas JUDGE at news-stands or on 
railroad trains agree to take same home to make the joys of 
the Holidays the happier. It shall be the right of the old and 
the feeble to have the first look. Without let or hindrance they 
shall be allowed, while looking at the pages, to live over the 
Christmases of the past in an Indian summer of the heart. 
The right of lovers to put their heads together while looking 
at Christmas JUDGE shall not be interfered with. Should 
the mistletoe in the border surrounding this lease be taken by 
them to be “the real thing,” it is agreed that the publishers 
shall not be held responsible for the damage done. 

Sealed and delivered the fourth day of December, one 
thousand nine hundred and nine. 


THE PUBLISHERS, 
PerJ. M. 




















THE START FROM THE POLE 


A TRAGIC TRANSFORMATION 


By ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE. 


(Beware how you leap from the fire of love into the domestic 
Pry ingpr-peasr yew Proaverh 
J HEN Laurence married love- Alas, alas! she cannot stop! 
ly Nan, She cannot hope to change! 


The pan must skip, the kettle hop 
Adown the kitchen range. 


She couldn't do a thing 
tut playupon the prand pian’ 
And think that she could sing 


So Laurence bouvht a little book, 
Which said that it would tell 

A hundred simple things to cook, 
And how to cook them well. 


Now, hear the lay of lovely Nan 
Perhaps it may seem strange 
She gave up pounding the pian’ 
To lam the kitchen range. - 


From morn till dewy evening fell, 
This faithfulest of brides 
She cooked those hundred dishes 
well, 





And several more besides Z 

The clink of pot, the thump of 
pan “ 

Made clamor all day long; pane 
But nevermore the grand pian’, 

And nevermore the song. 
Till Larry, coming home at eve, 

Cried, ‘‘ Lovely Nan, give o'er! 

I'll live, my dear, on lunch and beer, ‘}luh! | thought this would be a spicy Christmas meal, but 


If you will cook no mors ay I see they're safely razors!"’ 


AMATEUR NIGHT. 





Quoth she, ‘‘I have a new cro. 
quet, 
A mushroom mayonnaise, 
A salad, and an omelet, 
And several more soufflés!’’ 
Quoth he, ‘‘Oh, lovely Nan, desist! 
Return to the pian’!”’ 
“I’ve just acquired an extra twist 
On steak!’’ shrieked lovely 
Nan. 


Now, maledictions on that book, 
Which said that it would tell 

Ahundred simple things to cook, 
And how to cook them well! 


Gone is the song the grand 
pian’ 
Gone Larry’s appetite, 
With only clang of pot and pan 
To welcome him at night. 


MORAL. 
When Cupid takes his perch above 
The parlor grand pian’, 
Don’t yank him to the kitchen 
stove 
To tend the frying-pan. 


For romance a la minuet 
Will live a longer day, 
Than served up as an omelet, 

Or even en soufflé, 
































WINTER SPORT. 
Mrs. Mulcahy— Uave yous seen me little Jimmy this morning ?”’ 
Aud—** Yep ; he’s inside de snowball, we're goin’ ter roll him down de hill. If yer wait yer kin see de fun. 


JUDGE'S SPECIAL HOROSCOPE. 


astrologers, but in this case the curious condition of the stars as revealed to us by our own private 


” 


As a rule, the Editor has little faith in the prophecies of wandering 
sstrologer, Baksheesh Habbakuk, of Skitzka, has convinced us that the following forecasts may be confidently relied upon by all whom they may concern.) 


a N all probability there will be great mortality among the turkeys on or about the last two weeks of December, both 
north and south of the Dixie line. Wise gobblers will beware of a dark man wearing blue overalls and carrying an axe in 
his hand. Those who do not take care to avoid this person will get it in the neck. 

There will be heavy falls of a light, fluffy material, cold to the touch and somewhat damp, resembling snowflakes in 
their general contour, in various parts of the United States, Canada and in Alaska, between December Ist, 1909, and March 
15th, 1910. Closely following upon these, bands of roving individuals, carrying shovels, will ring your front-door bell. 

The glass shows large concourses of women carrying packages and struggling in masses to and from all points of the 
compass in the vicinity of all department stores during 
December, while numerous men wearing red-flannel coats 
and false cotton whiskers will parade the streets. 

The stars, after much earnest searching, disclose the 
fact that the subway train leaving the Fourteenth Street 
station of the New York Uncerground at twenty-three 
minutes past five o’clock on the afternoon of December 








twenty-fourth will carry a dark man and four blonde 
ladies carrying pareels, together with enough other persons to make it 
impossible for the last man aboard the fourth car from the front to avoid 
having his coat-tails caught in the car-door. 

While the general outlook for the public health in the remaining 
month of the year is good, the horoscope foretells an epidemic of stomach- 
ache among the young in many parts of the land on the morning after 
Christmas. The peculiar conjunction of the Dipper and certain waves 
that look like large quantities of mince pie coursing through the heavens 
makes this prophecy absolutely reliable. 

A close scrutiny of Mars indicates that most of the schools in the 
country will close on or about the fifteenth of December, and that while 
some persons will meet with disappointments on the morning of the 
twenty-fifth, a very material wave of joy will sweep over the country from 
Texas to Maine, and from lower California to the District of Columbia. 

A large reddish mass with yellow spots in the lower lobe of the 
crystal is believed to indicate that a handsome blond clergyman some- 
where north of latitude number forty-two will receive a pair of silk 


worsted slippers on or before December twenty-fifth. 
NEWS ITEM. 
N New York and other large cities Santa Claus is using the dumb-waiter 


instead of the chimney. This method is said to be a great improvement 
over the old and saves Kris Kringle a lot of time. 
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CERTAIN well-known Fox, after many vain attempts to 
secure a luxurious bunch of grapes which hung just beyond 
his reach, gave up at last, refleeting, as he went away, that 
the grapes were sour, anyhow. After he had gone, how- 
ever, his ungratified appetite kept him awake all night, and he 
arose in the morning fully convinced that it was useless to continue 
to kid himself about the flavor of the grapes. He felt in the bottom 


of his heart that they were deliciously sweet and that his future 


All about him he had garnered a choice collection of food 
against the inclemency of winter, but in comparison with the grapes, 
his larder looked to him like a Democratic cartoon of the Full Din- 
ner Pail. 

He strolled forth, and in the midst of these reflections encoun- 
tered his friend, the Giraffe. Instantly an idea occurred to him: 
Why not enlist the services of Rubberneck? 

An agreement was quickly reached. The Fox was to turn over 
the contents of his kitchenette to the Giraffe, who in return was to 


DOMESTIC ANIMALS 








en 
FABLE OF THE FOX AND THE GRAPES. 


By MAURICE SWITZER. 


secure the grapes for the Fox. So together they repaired to the 
spot where the fruit still hung temptingly from the vine. 

The exchange having been effected to the satisfaction of both 
parties, the Fox, when he was alone, sat down and looked at the 
hard-earned grapes, with the water of anticipation dripping from 
He had paid a high price for them, tut he felt that they 
At last he took a bite, and—-whew! they were sour, 


his mouth. 
were worth it. 
after all! 
MORAL. 
Anticipation pictures currant pies; 
Attainment proves the currants merely flies. 










THE PIG, 


By Margaret G. Hay 


Attention, please! Now ponder well, 
Can any boy or girlie tell 

What is it’s very fond of food 

And grunts, and eats in manner rude? 
in dirt it wallows constantly, 


I{ates soap and water Ah, I see 
That Willie knows. Come, Willie dear, 
What is it? Let the others hear. 
** Pleathe mith,’’ lisps Willie ruefully, 
** Gueth I know what it ith 

Ith me.’ 
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AT THE BARGAIN COUNTER 
By CAROLYN WELLS 
l.N Christmas shoppers standing in a line; Five Christmas shoppers pawing bargains o’er; 
One got elbowed out, then there were nine. The salesgirl snubbed one, then there were four 
Nine Christmas shoppers, shopping very late ; Four Christmas shoppers, nervous as could be; 
One fell asleep, and then there were eight. One smelled smoke, and then there were three. 
Eight Christmas shoppers, shopping till eleven; Three Christmas shoppers, making great to-do; 
One fainted dead away, then there were seven. One had hysterics, then there were two. 
Seven Christmas shoppers, cross as two sticks; ‘Two Christmas shoppers, with shopping not half done; 
One flounced home to bed, then there were six One thought she saw a mouse, then there was one. 
Six Christmas shoppers, only just alive; One Christmas shopper, who'd spent all her mun; 
One remembered baby! ‘Then there were five. Her husband came for her then there was none. 
A ROMANOFF 


CHRISTMAS. 
‘6 ID I get any- 
thing for Christ 
mas’?’’ asked the 
Czar, sleepily rubbing 
his eyes on the morn 
of the 25th of Decem 
ber, 
‘* Yes, sir,’’ re- 
ponded the Impe rial 
Bundle-opener and 
Food-sipper; ‘‘there 
are fourteen infernal 
machines, twenty-six 
boxes of poisoned can 
dy, a nice Christmas 
cake with powdered 
glass filling, some 
frosty Christmas cards 
coated with corrosive 
sublimate, an em- 
broidered wall-text 
reading ‘‘ Death to 
Tyrants!" a cunning 
jumping-jack, which 
when released ex 
plodes a quart of 
lyddite, some bombs 
covered with tinsel, 
an ultimatum from the 


Duma, a pink celluloid 





rattler filled with per- 
cussion caps and pre- 
sented by the Siberian 
Miners’ Retribution 
League, and more com- 


ing in every mail. It 





has been a Merry 
Christmas, your Maj- 
esty.”’ 


HER CELE- 
BRATION. 

Mrs. Gramercy 
“Are you’ going to 
have a Christmas tree 
this year?”’ 

Mrs. Park—** Gra- 
cious, no! They are 
as much a nuisance as 
children. But you 
must call and see the 
cunning little stocking 
I’m going to hang up 
for Fido.’’ 





NO INDUCE- 
MENT. 


Pa rsow Pri mrose 








‘*‘How is it you are 
not a good little boy 
at Christmas?’’ 
Grimnsey—* Cause 
den I’d get Sunday- 
school books. I want 


9? 


Indian stories. See 


At Christmas time 
Peter Newell there are two sorts of 
people—those who get 

HONORING A HERO. to give, and those who 
Mrs. Yellow Dog raises a statue to her husband, the late Mr. Yellow Dog. give to get. 




















CHRISTMAS MODERNIZED. 


By Henry James. 


D 


ECENT tales of the new Christ- 
any 


mountains 


mas-tide will not recount 


snowy glide down 


steep, by valleys wide, as such 


\ 1 ae y tales used to do. No more will 
. tages! . ‘ ‘ 
rif ~~" Ie, -) it picture the gaudy sleigh, with 
eat a sf prancing deer in their harness 
rN eS g > . 
yn ae WY gay. We dreamed these things, 
& 3%, > \ but they passed away, and a later 
i ae f foaine \ 
yj AY Y, dream comes true. 
‘ / } This year in the distant 


arctic zone, where polar lights 
beat fierce and lone on a berg 
that Santa Claus claims as throne, is forming a different plan. 
When Santa Claus heard how men could fly, he said to himself with 
a doleful sigh, ‘‘ If mortals can do it, why, so must J, and it’s time 
that the work began.’”’ 

’*Tis thus he’s scheming to take a trip from out the North ona 
flying ship, to cleave the air at a rattling clip, nor carry a deer 
along. Whatever demand is made by style, he wants to keep up 
with it all the while; he has in his make-up a streak of guile and a 
pride almost too strong. 

With toys and sweets he will load a craft, designed on the lines 
of a wingéd raft, with gifts in front and some more abaft, a plenty 
for all the kids. At never a house will he make a stop, but, skim- 








THE MISER. 


ming along at the chimney top, will let the gewgaws and jimeracks 
drop, while sleep seals baby lids. 

Old Saint of the beard and ruddy nose 
season it froze—of a Cook or a Peary equipment of clothes, you'd 
better go slow at first. Look out for the steeples grim and high, 
for wireless messages flitting by, for wandering shapes in the dark- 
ling sky, and think of balloons that burst. 

Fight shy of the swish of the comet’s tail that lashes space as 
beware of that 


the color recalls the 


a giant flail, each grain of its dust as big as hail 
warlike Mars! Look out for the scrapers that touch the cloud, peep 
sharp for signs, ‘‘ No tramps allowed,’’ for two are sufficient to 
make a crowd and lead to disastrous jars. 

In the land of dreams odd things are done, and joys are found 
and laurels won, and there is more or less of fun, for many dreams 
are fair; but, oh, that dream of deer all fleet, of tinkling bells and 
whitened street—now, there’s a dream that’s hard to beat, but 
vanishes in air! 

THEIR FIRST CHRISTMAS. 

Mr. Newlywed (looking at the red, white, and blue necktie his 
wife had put on the tree for him)—‘‘ Well, dearie, you are like 
mother in one respect.’’ 

Mrs. Newlywed—* In what ?’’ 

Mr. Newlywed—* You give the same kind of ties that she used 


to give.’ 


Or all sad things true love dispenses, 
The worst is this: Household Expenses. 








THE CHRISTMAS PARADE, 








Mudge 





’Tis biting cold to-day, and lo, I have 





But why should I not don this animated 


my ear mufflers forgotten' boa? Then our comforts will be mutual.’’ 


HIS ANIMATED BOA. 
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CHRISTMAS EXPRESS—IONS. 





YET SHE KEPT HER EYES OPEN. 


URING the holidays last year a lady took two seats for ‘‘ The 
Lion and the Mouse.’’ At the last moment she found that 
she would be unable to use them herself, so she gave them 


to two of the maids in the house. 





TOYTOWN SURGERY. 


The following day she asked them how they had enjoyed the play. Dr. Wood —1 don’t see how I can set your leg properly, 


** Very much, thank you!’’ was the answer. ‘* But I think we unless I take off your arms and use them as splints. 


were late, for we didn’t see 


either the lion or the mouse!"’ 


MY FIRST MISTLETOE 
GIRL. 


HE IS thirty, if a day, 
Yet I’ve often heard her 
ay (haven't you?) 


She was only twenty-five. 
But, gracious sakes’ alive! 
That’ not true, 


For when I was in my ’teens 

She was one of reigning queens, 
Was she not? 

Then she pave a harp rebuke 

To a lord—(was it a duke”) 
I’ve forgot. 


If she wasn’t all the rave 
At the time I came of age, 
I'll be blest! 
Didn't I, too, toe the line 
When I worshiped at ker shrine 
With the rest? 


AFTER CHRISTMAS, WHAT ? 


Willie Chick—Gee! if it isn’t my father’s ghost!’’ 





SHIFTING THE 
STUFFIN’. 


T a Christmas dinner in 
Washington a states- 
man who had been 


much in the public eye, 
was called upon after the meal 
to make a little speech. 
Ile arose and began: 
‘“‘You have been giving 
your attention so far to a tur- 
key stuffed with sage. You 
are now about to give your at- 
tention to a sage stuffed with 


turkey.”’ 


WILFRED’S SOLILOQUY. 
‘é ERE I’ve been good for 

ten months and I get a 
present for Christmas that’s 


for a six months good boy.’’ 











VAIIES INDIMTCOMERY "FLace 


JUDGE’S CHRISTMAS GIRL. 


Dear Mr. Editor: 
Your offering, ‘‘Under the Mistletoe,”’ has been received, 
After giving the same friendly and careful consideration, 1 am 


returning the same to you with thanks, So many reasons 
govern the acceptance of a kiss that the return of the same is 
no reflection upon its merits. 
Assuring you that it is always a pleasure to examine 
contributions, Lam, with all the compliments of the season, 
Very sincerely yours, 
Judge’s Christmas Girl. 
Per H. W. L. 














BIRCH 
THE BILLS. 


By 


lue a es to EKdyar Allen Poe.) 


H, ALARUM Christmas bills 
Monster bills! 
What a tale of terror now their falling due foretells! 
In the quietude of night, 
How they fill me with affright! 
How they even seem to shriek, 
And I dare not of them speal 
To poor John; 
For a fearful explanation of duration he'd require, 
In a mad expostulation, fraught with consequences dire. 
For this year they're higher, higher 
Oh, what courage | require, 
And a resolute endeavor 
Now now to speak, or never 
Now to speak, if ever, to poor John! 
Oh, my bill " bil 1, bills! 
What a tale their presence tells 
(What a tale of present and despair)! 
How they rise up in their might! 
How they fill me with affright! 
How they fill me with affright and haunting care! 
Yet the giver fully know 
That in charging 


» presents, 


And enlarging 
How the danger grows and grows! 
How her heart with terror fills 
From the janglings 
And the wranglings 
With her husband when she tells 
With her husband when she tells him of the 
Of the bills 
Of the bills, bills, bills, bills, 
sills, bills, bills, 
Of the taunting, of the haunting Christmas bills! 


bills 


AFTERWARD. 
9 WAS the day after Christmas and all through the flat 
The air was as blue as the birds on ma’s hat; 
For now that the bills for the prese nts had come, 


Pa ‘* cussed "’ till he made all the brie-a-brae hum. 





BIER. 
SOME CHRISTMAS TRUTHS 
By Edwin L. Sabin 
SING the Christmas pastor who 
Was never given slipper! 
(Though thought of sucha lack, 
tis true, 
Makes 
chipper.) 


rhymsters far from 


I sing the Christmas necktie that 
Is color mos becoming! 
(But Christmas prospects thus begat 


To poets are benumbing. ) 


I sing the Christmas lass and lad 
With neithe: 


(But were such families the fad, 


hriek nor tootle! 


For joke-smiths ‘"twould — be 
brutal.) 
I sing the Christmas pater joyed 
With fami donation! 
(A sealskin jacket here employed 
Wins » pular laudation,) 


I sing the Christmas maiden aunt 
Bestowins blood and thunder! 
(There ( uch relative extant 
For boys, | shouldn't wonder.) 


I sing the Christmas note of thank 





Composed all mo t neerely ! 
(A damp ‘ner, this, on Christma 
pranks 


We hacks would cherish dearly. ) 


I sing the Christmas Santa Claus a eee Sones ey ee 
With whiskers we-lenited! the Dear ¢ hildren ” whi h brought 
(And vet the facet I'd shun, because - = 
"Tis candor unrequited. ) 
THE DIME-NOVEL BOY. 
I sing these truths, with coward 
touch, i BOLD defiance of the laws, 
ow ina desp’rate minut He plans a night attack 
But TP sha'n’t sing them very much, To hold up poor dear Santa Claus 


For there’s no money in it. And confiscate his pack. 





SANTA CLAUS WORM CERTAINLY DOES EAT HOLES IN THINGS. 
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1. Nervy Nat—'T can’t help it. I am simply inoculated with the merry mistletoe 
robe. Iam joyous, I am gay, I am overflowing with the generosity germ. 1 ex- 
plicitly refuse to repress myself this crisp Christmas Eve. 1 shall be Santa Claus and 
ve things away. I don’t care whose things !”’ 
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3. Santa Claus—*' What in the name of Faba Baga’’— 
Nervy Nat—*‘ Hey! Can’t you find some other chimney, you cotton-wool 
flue-diver? Now, I’m going down here and I ask you nicely to lope over to the next 
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5. Nervy Nat—‘* Have arrived. Very dirty trip. Letter follows. Also much 


soot and a few hard-boiled bricks. Children, dear, yelp not—rather should you marvel 


and rejoice while the rejoicing’s good, because here are two Santa Clauses. Count 
> 





them—two 


NERVY NAT PLAYS SANTA. 
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2. Nerwy Nat— Vow pitifully low and mean some people! Well, if it hadn't 
been Christmas Eve and all that 1 should have seriously maimed that nut-hearted, toy 
shop person. Imagine, if thou canst, he wanted me to pay money for these baubles ! 
I just nudged him into the elevator shaft and left the place.”’ 
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4. Nervy Nat —“ As you're clearly not a gentleman, I can’t expect courtesy from 
you, but I appeal to you in the name of common humanity to of draw your breath in 
ut the same time as I do, as this is not an elastic chimney !"" 


Wh 
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‘* Nervy, ye divil, I suppose youse led this poor ould man into 





6. Officer O Toole 
trouble !”’ 
Nervy Nat—‘‘ O’Toole, I ignore your insinuation, knowing, as I do, that you 
are one of the lowest forms of life, that your ignoble and shriveled mind works inertly 
through a dense, spongy mass you call your brain. Lead on !”’ 








AN EXPERT'S OPINION. 
By Wilbur D. Nesbit. 


Y PA he says ’at Doctor Cook, 
With them two Esquimaux he took, 
Went right straight up to the 
North Pole; 

But Mr. Jones says, ‘*‘ ’Pon my soul, 

I b'leeve "twas Peary found the place 

An’ won out in the polar race.”’ 

They never ast me! I don’t care— 

I know ‘at neither one was there. 


I've read about what each one said, 

An’ not a single thing I’ve read 

Has told the one thing ’at would show 
They found the Pole. I guess I know! 
They’ve told about the snow an’ ice, 

An’ how the Esquimaux act nice 

An’ pull the sledge through wind an’ sleet 
An’ kill some walrussuz to eat. 


But neither one has told a word, 

Like all the stories I have heard, 
About who lives away up there 

An’ just has warm fur clo’es to wear, 
An’ works away a-makin’ toys 

For good-behavin’ girls an’ boys. 

It seems to me they ought to see 

Old Santa Claus, plain as could be. 


They didn’t find his little shop 

Right at the North Pole, ’way on top 
The earth, nor see his reindeers stand 
All ready for his gay command. 

An’ Peary don’t—nor Doctor Cook 

Say anything about his book 

That has my name, an’ when I’m good, 
An’ when I don’t act like I should. 


An’ so I don’t b’leeve that they got 
Theirselves right in the proper spot 
Where the North Pole is. They don’t tell 
About a single jingle-bell, 

Nor if they found a grea’ big stack 

O’ toys, all ready for his pack. 

They didn’t find the Pole, buhcause 

They didn’t see old Santa Claus! 


CHRISTMAS SHOPPERS. 


\ K J HEN it comes to Christmas shopping 
the women are certainly ahead of the 
men. By looking around the women 

find a place where a “ perfect dream’”’ of a 

meerschaum pipe can be purchased for 

twenty-five cents, and ten cigars for the 
same amount. Moral: Be sure to let your 
wife shop for you. 


POOR SANTA. 
Little Johnny (as he sees the packages 
being left by the delivery bey)—“ Tell Santa 
that I‘m awfully sorry that he is sick.’’ 


A YOUTHFUL REFLECTION. 


6 IRLS hain’t no sense no way. Just 
as soon as they get a stocking big 
enough to hold lots of things they 

stop hanging up their stockings,’’ 


TWO OF A KIND. 


Tue Yule-log and the fireside dreamer. 


CHRISTMAS MORN. 


‘6 HANK heaven,”’ sighed the father, 
‘*there’s one morning when the chil- 
dren don’t have to be called.’’ 


A Goop X-mas present is an X-bill. 


THe saddest part of Christmas is that 
Santa Claus has no presents for the children 
who need them the most. 


Turkeys and stockings go together at 
Christmas time. They both hang high. 


Bryonp all human aid is the bad boy who 
is not good just before Christmas. 

How fortunate it is that the fruit of 
the Christmas tree does not take long to 
ripen. 
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HIS CHRISTMAS DINNER CAME TAGGING AFTER. 





** I's pwine ter bring yer home sompfin fer sure, honey."’ 
6 t , 





** Great jumpin Moses, kin I get home alive !’’ 





* Bress my soul, ’Rastus done kep his word ! 
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nice present, 
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CHRISTMAS NOTES FROM THE BASSWOOD “BUGLE.” 


By ROY K. MOULTON. 


OIN’ through the pres- 
ents ye Editor received 


last year he found that 
he had three books 
from admirin’ friends 
and that each book had 
the fly leaf torn out. 
Ye Editor is not super- 
stitious or very per- 
tickler, but he has a 
kind of sneakin’ idee 
that them books had 
been used for Christ- 
mas presents before. 
Lafe Higgins says, 
by gravy! a feller can 
never tell what a wom- 
an will appreciate for 
a Christmas present. 
Last year he wanted to 
give his wife’s aunt a 


as she has got eighty acres and no children, and so he 


sent down to New York to a mail order house for a set of teeth. 
When his wife’s aunt tried ’em, they were four sizes too large and 
she ain’t spoke to him or his wife since. 

Hank Purdy was invited for to be Santy Claus at the meetin’ 


house this year, but he declined the honor unanimous. 
he was Santy for the Sunday school, 
lifelike and come down the chimney. 


Wide 


they made him do the thing 


The last time 


Hank went up onthe roof and 
dropped down the chimney about twenty feet, where he stuck fast. 
He hollered like all to get out and somebody turned in a fire alarm. 


Awake Hose Company had gone to a dance out in the country 


and didn’t get back until six o’clock the next mornin’ to rescue 
Hank, and then they couldn’t get him out with the hook’n ladder. 
About noon next day somebody suggested that they send for a brick 
mason and take the chimney down, and so they sent over to the next 
town and got a feller, but he belonged to the union and wouldn’t 
and it began to look as though nothin’ but 
Finally they blowed up the 
chimney with dynamite and knocked the roof off’n the meetin’ house 


work ona legal holiday, 
an earthquake would help Hank any. 
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on the tree for him ?”’ 
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THE MORNING AFTER. 


‘* Was your husband delighted with the Christmas gift you put 


Yes, until he found out I had had it charged.’’ 


and shot Hank over 
into the next town- 
ship, and he had to 
walk home in a bar’ 
with the mercury ten 
degrees below zero. 
Then the board of 
trustees sued him for 
the damage done to 
the meetin’ house. 

Lem Haskins ex- 
pects to present his 
wife with a wringer 
and a washtub for 
Christmas which will 
be quite a blessin’ to 
her, as she ain’t been 
able to take in any 
washin’ since the old 
one’s wore out. Last 
year Lem’s wife pre- 
sented him with three 
presents—trip- 
lets. 

Rev. Hanks of 
the Hardshell church 
says he has heered a 
good deal about con- 
tributory negligence 
in lawsuits, but he 
never knowed really 
what it was till he 
see how his congre- 
gation acted when he 
passed the hat for the 
Christmas tree. 

Mrs. Anse Jim- 
key, our barber’s 
wife, says she ex- 
pects to present her 
husband with a pair 
of shears this Christ- 
mas. We hope this is 
so, for then Anse can 
return our office 
shears which he has 
been using for about 
three months. 

Lute Bibbins 
wears quite expen- 
sive socks. He got 
five pair last Christ- 
mas which he figgers 
cost him $167.35, all 
told, not figgerin’ the 
cost of the genuine 
imitation briar pipes 
he give his wife’s 
folks and for which 
he received nothin’ 
in return, 

Link Whipple 
says he hopes Santy 
will bring him some 
liquid refreshments 
this year, and so he 
is goin’ to hang up 
a rubber boot in- 
stead of his stockin’ 
as his stockin’ needs 
darnin’ and might 
leak some. Anyhow, 
the rubber boot will 
hold more. 





CHRISTMAS BELLS. 


How those bells with merry jingle 

Make our slow blood swiftly tingle ! 
Childhood's years are born again, 

Peace on Earth, Good Will towards Men 
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THE CHRISTMAS YARN OF CAPTAIN FIBB 
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1. ‘' The strangest Christmas | ever had wuz once when | wuz a-huntin’ fer big 2. —all of a sudden two queer little figures is a-standin’ in front of me 
game in the Northern Woods and I got lost. [| wuz wanderin’ about cold and starvin’ ‘Merry Christmas!’ they says, and with that one of them puts somethin’ into me 
fer a week and on Christmas mornin’ I wuz all in and ready to give up when hand and then they disappears ! 
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And what do you think it wuz? Nothin’ but a few measl seeds! | wuz 1. But a minnit arterwards I noticed somethin’ queer sproutin’ where | 


that mad I jumped ten feet in the air and slammed them seeds down on the pround chucked the seeds, “and it kept gittin’ bigger and bigger! Purty soon it wuz a foot 
with a vollcy of oaths! high and I sees it wuz a Christmas tree !— 





aes 

IF YOu EVER COME ) 

HOME WITH A ” 
nt) 









YULETIDE LIKE TH 


AGAIN LL KNOCK 
YOUR BLOCK OFF! )| 








































_* Boys, may | never touch another dr pul that tree didn’t grow ten feet high 6. But here’s the strangest part of it ' When I woke up I found meself in me 
inten minnits! Andlisten! Thatt veux hangue full af the choest things to cat own home, with a high fever, and me good wife bendin’ over me whisperin’ sott 
and drink ever set before mortalman! Wines, hams, terbaccy and everything! Well words of cheer and comfort! Couldn't never figure out how I ever got there !”’ 


I jist fills up on the finest likker that ever passed me thorax and bimeby I falls 


asleep !—— 
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PIGS AND PEARLS. 


The three yrunts emitted by the hog while reva 
sparkling Christmas gifts in the show window w 
our tongue read as follows ““THlow | wish L’'d 
millionaire instead. ’’ 


THE BOY WE ADMIRE. 
By F. P. Pitzer 


T IS easy enough to be happy 
When Santa comes down your 


flue, 
And fills up your stockings with 
dainties 


And leaves you a toy or two, 
With maybe a sled or a camera, 
Or a new kind of kite to fly; 
But the boy worth while is the boy 
who will smile 
When Santa Claus passes him by. 


It is easy enough to be pleasant 

To every one Christmas Day, 
If Santa has left you a rifle 

Or a whole lot of games to play, 
Or a violin or a bicycle 

On which you can speedily pace; 
jut the boy worth while is the boy 

who will smile 
When Santa Claus skips his place. 


It is easy enough to be joyful 
If Santa, on Christmas Eve, 
A miniature auto or wagon 
For you at your house does leave, 
Or brings you a Christmas tree trim- 
med up, 
Or a pair of fine skates or ball; 
3ut the boy worth while is the boy 
who will smile 
When Santa Claus doesn’t call 


rding with envy the 
hen translated into 
been born a multi- 


Midge 


PeterNeweM 


A SUNBURST! 


SHREWD PATIENT. 
OON after Christmas we meet our friend coming from the consultation 
room of the eminent specialist and note that he is smiling happily. 
‘*Ah,’’ we say, ‘‘evidently the doctor told you you were in good 
shape.’’ 
‘*No,’’ he replies, “ he put me on a rigid diet.’’ 
**It doesn’t seem to worry you.’’ 
*“No. When he began planning my diet he asked me what I usually ate 
and I told him everything I abhor—and he gave me strict orders not to eat one 


of them. 


” 


NO TOYS TO BRING. 


ILFRED, eleven years old, was cut flat-hunting with his mother. 
At each house visited they were met with the familiar story, ‘‘ We 
don’t take any children here.”’ 
They were just leaving the fifteenth house, after being turned away 
with the same story, when Wilfred innocently looked up at his mother and ex- 
claimed, ‘*‘Say, ma, Santa Claus must have a cinch in this neighborhood.”’ 

















SUGGESTION FOR A PAINTING. 


A 


A STORMY DAY ON THE ATLANTIC 











A MERRY CHRISTMAS TO JUDGE’S FRIE 
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‘RIENDS AND ALL THEIR HOBBIES. 


= 


| 
| Who’s Who 


Agnus, Felix 
Aldrich, Nelson 
Archbold, J. D. 
| Armour, J. O. 
Bailey, J. W 
Ballinger, R. A 
Bennett, 

James Gordon 
Beveridge, Albert 
Black, Frank S. 
Brady, Anthony M 
Brown, W. C. 
Bryan, Wm. J. 
Burton, T. F, 
Cannon, Jos. G. 
Carnegie, Andrew 
Clarkson, J.C. 
Cook, Dr. F. A. 
Crane, W. Murray 
Curtiss, Glenn 
Davis, C. C. 
Depew, 

Chauncey M 
Dickinson, J. M. 
Dryden, John F. 
Dwight, J. W. 
Edward of England 
Fairbanks, 

Chas. W 
Frick, H. C. 
Hearst, Wm. R 
Hill, D. B 
Hill, J. J. 


Hitchcock, 
Frank H 


Howell, Clark 
Hughes, Chas, FE. 
Kingsley, 

Darwin P. 
Knox, Philander 
Loch, Jr., Wm. 
Lovett, R.S. 
Mahin, J. L. 
McCrea, James 
Meyer, Geo. von L 
Morvan, J. P. 
Morton, Paul 
Munsey, Frank A 
Nagle, Chas. 
Nicholas of Russia 
Parker, Alton B. 
Peary, R. E. 
Penrose, Boie 
Perkins, Geo. W. 
Post, C. W. 
Presbrey, Frank 
Ridder, Herman 


Rockefeller, 

John D 
Rockefeller, Wm 
Roosevelt, 

Theodore 
Root, Elihu 
Ryan, Thos. F, 
Seaman, Frank 
Sherman, Jas. S. 
Stoddard, Henry L 
Stone, Melville 
Straus, Nathan 
Stubbs, John C 
Taft, William H. 
Taylor, Chas. H 
Taylor, D. L. 
Thompson, 
J. Walter 
Truesdale, Wm. H 


Untermeyer, 
Samuel 


Van Cleve, Geo. B 
Watterson, Henry 


Wickersham, 
Geo. W 


William 
of German 


Wright, Wilbur 


Merry 
Christmas 








THE CYNIC’S EXAMINATION PAPERS 7. How would you (1) encourage, (2) discourage a proposal? 
(Special marks will be given for neatness in this.) 


FOR EVERYBODY. 8. Who was the first matinée idol? What were his last words? 


“THE YOUNG GIRI é a 
ng hy 9. State your opinion as to the best-dressed man on the stage, 
y Vv onedador wr s . . 
giving a list of his wives. 
10. Where do the following occur: ‘‘Sakes! He’s a candy 


1 DEFINE the meaning of the word ‘‘ kiss ’’ and give its equiva- 
kid!’ giving the Baby-lonian context; ‘‘ There’s some class to him!”’ 


lent in eight languages. What, if any, is its relation to the 
mistletoe? 


rat . , ** 1’m so awful lonesome!’’ 
2. Write an essay of at least five thousand words on (1) the ro- 


11. Trace the analogy, if any, between ‘‘ peach’’ and ‘‘ lemon.”’ 

12. Draw a diagram of the perfect woman, nobly planned by 
Worth or Paquin. (1) Give, with dates, a short biography of M. 
Worth. 

13. What is a cocktail? How many varieties are there? Why 
is a rickey so called? Give any historical instances of its use. 

14. What indications would you seize upon as showing a young 
man’s income, as provided by (1) his own statement, (2) his em- y 


mar tic kiss, or (2) the parental environment. 
3. State what you know about the climatic conditions of your ow: 


country, with special reference to the influence of the moon. 


ployer’s statement, (3) his uncle’s statement. 

15. Draw a chart of the sea of matrimony, putting in all rocks, 
swells and possible boys; or a map of the United States, inserting 
all clubs and diamond mines. 

16. How would you deal with the following problem: Harry, a 
rich but unloved suitor, asks you to go to the theater. You allege 
that you have a headache. You go out with John, poor but lov- 
able, and meet Harry at the nickel show. How would you retain 
Harry? What inexactitude would you employ in explanation? 

17. What is the relation between the size of a diamond and its 
cost? Give a rough table of values. How would you distinguish 
a five-hundred-dollar stone and a glitterosonice diamond of the 


same size? 


HER YULE-TIDE GIFTS. 


By W. Carey Wonderly 





PIPE, a bronze, a stein of blue, 

A pillow-top, a book or two 

“~\ ive Each Yule-tide Phyllis sends me. 
‘ And just as dear as dear can be 


Ww \ Are all these precious gifts to me, 
’ 4 / With which the rogue befriends me. 
\ , 
\ oi Yet still, I trust and hope and pray 
we That Phyllis will, some Christmas Day, 


Give me a greater blessing. 
, , i] ti f Fud t ~~ More dear it is than fame or pelf. 
» » illustration, if Fudge was present, woul ere < bape 
4. In the above illustratio dge aS prese Bh well che hnewe it te hesnelft 


be a crowd ? And yet she keeps me guessing. 
5. State concisely the best method of determining the cost of a 
box of Christmas chocolates: (1) by the ribbon, (2) by the label, A BENCH DECISION. 


(3) by the appearance of the box, (4) by the appearance of the ¢¢ [ GIVE you my word, the next person who interrupts the pro- 


donor. If possible, give a list of the leading stores, with candy ceedings,’ said the judge sternly, ‘* will be expelled from the 
prices, courtroom and ordered home. 
6. Give nine hundred (at least) of the indications which point to ‘*Hooray !’’ cried the prisoner. 
a young man being in love. Then the judge pondered. i§ 








WHEN STONES WERE USED TO WRITE ON. 


| isiting cousin—*' Oh, what a magnificent palace! All hand-carved, too. Surely his subjects must love him 
to erect such an abode !”’ 
Local sport—** Love him? That’s old Biggrouch’s place. He’s so blamed unpopular that everybody in town last 


year sent him a Christmas stone telling what a mean man he was. And what does the old skin do but use ’em to build 


the finest castle in the kingoom 
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YULE-TIDE STATISTICS. 


By G. M. L. Brown. 


, o| URING the past month there ap- 


| peared the first official Yule-tide 
statistics. 

| We cannot praise too highly 

Y the industry and enterprise of 


the official committee appointed 
last spring to collect and tabu- 
late facts and figures bearing 
upon the celebration of Christ- 
mas. The report deals with the 
festival of 1908, and the com- 
mittee suggests that an increase 
of twenty to twenty-five per 
cent. be allowed in estimates 
for 1909. The following is a 
summary of the section relating 
to the giving and receiving of 
presents: 
Population of the United States 85,000,000 
Total number of presents purchased 433,188,000 
Total number of presents home-made 204,312,000 
Grand total of presents of all kinds 637,500,000 
Making an average, per capita, of 7.5 
Total amount spent upon presents or upon materials 

for the making of same $239, 062,500.00 
Making an average, per present, of .37 

Analyzing this vast expenditure, the committee has arrived at 
some astonishing and rather unpalatable facts: 


A. Presents of substantial value which were 

within the means of giver and proved abso- 

lutely satisfactory to recipient 247 
B. Presents of substantial value which were 

within the means of giver, but for various 

reasons proved unsatisfactory to recipient 8,063 
C. Presents of substantial value which proved 

satisfactory to recipient, but were beyond the 

means of giver 91,438 
D. Presents of questionable value which proved 

satisfactory to recipient (this includes the 

ignorant, the witless and the sentimental; 








also children of tender years) 896, 266 
E. Presents of questionable value which proved 
unsatisfactory to recipient 2,387,121 


F. Presents of no value what- 
ever which proved un- 
satisfactory to recipient 107,932,508 

G. Presents of such absurd 
design or contemptible or 
irrelevant character (this 
is the wording of the 
committee) as to excite 
ridicule or resentment in 
recipient 311,215,643 
We should like to give a few of the in- 

teresting details collected by this indefati- 

gable bureau, but space will permit only the 
following brief summary of the ‘‘ nature and 

design of presents making up class G’’: 

1. Articles of grotesque or offensive design. 
Examples: Chafing dish in form of a 
skull, the cross bones serving as legs; 
jewel case embossed with golden balls, 
bachelor’s lamp-shade with lingerie 
draping, nutmeg grater bearing resem- 
blance to banjo, egg cups festooned with 
young chickens, bedspread decorated 
with entomological design. 

2. Articles lacking common utility. Exam- 
ples: Light green satin laundry bag, 
‘* Topography of the Island of Terra del 
Fuego,’’ in three quarto volumes; coat 
of mail, boy’s size; hand-painted door 
mat; South American tapir, requiring 
park or garden with pond, all kept at 








*““LOVE’S PREOCCUPATION.” 


net for raincoats, rolling pin inlsid with mother of pearl, 

‘Contributions to Higher Philosophy,’’ by the inmates of the 

Massachusetts State Insane Asylum, in eight volumes; silver rack 

for Chinese chop-sticks, nickel-plated muzzle for Teddy bear. 

3. Articles wholly unsuited to needs or tastes of recipient. Ex- 
amples: Toothbrush to new-born infant, works of Zola to Sal- 
vation Army officer, umbrella to prisoner in Sing Sign, cuckoo 
clock to ship captain, young shade trees (from nursery) to light- 
house keeper, fur coat to missionary in Honduras, family Bible 
to elderly spinster, African parrot to president of Society for 
Prevention of Noise, Browning’s poems to barkeeper. 

‘* We unanimously recommend,’’ concludes the committee, after 
several hundred pages of exhaustive data, ‘‘ that official records here- 
after be kept of all Christmas presents, with name of giver, descrip- 
tion of gift and circumstances attending its selection, the same to 
be accessible for court reference and to be regarded as decisive evi- 
dence in determining a person’s mental condition. 





THE MAN WHO KNOWS. 
, 2 ** Say, Santa Claus, now you're here, let's have the truth about this North Pole business. That’s a 
tropical temperature; moth-proof cabi- good feller.”’ 





KNOWUVH 





“OUR CHRISTMAS ISSUE.” 


By Strickland W. Gillilan. 


S THE EDITORS of the 
Dreary Day have not had 
a talk with their readers 
for a long time—not, to be 
accurate, since the last is- 
sue—they must speak out. 

So, if both readers will 
come and sit still, we will 
tell you what is to be in 
our Christmas issue, we 
think. 

We had thought the 
November issue good, but 
several people have pointed 

out to us our mistake in so believing, and we apologize. 

We have spared no pains to ourselves or our readers in making 
the December number the best yet. Really, considering what 
our previous numbers have been, the task hasn’t been so very hard. 

We have prevailed upon that well-known optimist, Fopkinson’s 
Myth, to write for us a charming tale of—well, well! We thought 
we wouldn’t forget that title, but we have. Anyway, it’s a clever 
tale, all right. 

Wreck Speech, that master of the mysterious Northwest, has 
sent us a good story. This is the best that versatile writer has yet 
done, and as soon as we get time we are going to read it ourselves. 

Charlesey Rustle has been again rooting around among the 
affairs of this putrid old world, wearing always a clothes-pin on his 
nostrils to keep him from dying of the terrible stench of our social 
and financial structure, and has found that the people he believed 
were honest, last year, are also a bit crooked. He has picked out 
those who are possessed of the largest amounts of assurted poverty, 





and is sternly asking, ‘‘ Where Did You Cop It, Gentlemen?’’ It 
leaves nobody unaccused! 

A thrilling international, hands-across-the-brine novel by Mrs. 
Hump Reward will have its initial chapter in this issue if we can 
get that busy lady on the phone. When we spoke to her about it 
she told us that, if we could guarantee the price, just let her know 
any forenoon and she’d have the copy in the office before teatime. 

Burden Homes tells us about home Jife in Japan as he found it 
in Frank Carpenter’s letter from the Encyclopedia Britannica. Mr. 
Homes says, in the course of the intimate article on domestic Nip- 
pon existence, that he has a big notion to go there and see the place 
some time. 

Dr. Hamilton Doubleyou Perhaps tells what we should read 
before each meal, in order that we may digest literature. This is 
an awfully funny story and should be read by all lovers of humor. 

Linkin’ Stuffin’s will have a good one on ‘‘ Sausage-making 
among the Graft-ridden Denizens of the Shamefully Large Cities.”’ 
This will be a continuation of that writer’s general grind. 

Dr. Would Such-a-son writes flippantly upon ‘‘ Babies as Human 
Microbes: Should They Be Tolerated, or Should They Be Fed?’’ 
Every mother should read this. The author says so in the personal 
letter that accompanies the manuscript. 

Embers Enough will tell of the heart-breaking adventures of a 
young sea-lion, that endeavored in vain to save his only pelt by 
swimming twice around the world in two weeks, followed by relent- 
less men in a rowboat, who were bent on getting milady some furs. 

After looking over this only partial list of our contents, our 
readers may know exactly how to act about canceling their sub- 
scription previous to the coming out of the magazine. 


Now, readers, you may run and play. 
THE EpITors. 


SIDE-LIGHTS ON CHRISTMAS. 


By Perrine Lambert. 


Independence Day we celebrate freedom and not oppression, 

on Memorial Day we revive old memories rather than create 

new ones, on New Year’s Day we make fresh resolutions, 

Thanksgiving Day we eat instead of starve and on the first of April 
we just act naturally. 

But Christmas, like the pendulum of a clock, works both ways. 

It is not only the greatest gift-giving festival, but it is also the 

greatest gift-taking celebration. It is not generally realized that 

there is a taker for every giver. A great many people are takers 

three or four times and are not givers at all. In spite of this, the 

scales balance, no matter how you tamper with the weights. The 

givers and takers are even by mathematical calculation—if not on 


CF intern is the most diversified holiday of the year. On 


gifts. 

Gift-giving is supposed to be a matter of spirit rather than of 
substance. A young man presents his fiancée with a five-dollar 
pocketbook. She is overjoyed. On the other hand, there is a man 
who gives his wife a five-hundred-dollar necklace. He is overjawed. 
Both women really appreciate their gifts, but they realize the 
individual spirit in which the gifts were presented. 

The fiancée knows that her pocketbook resulted from a strenuous 
saving of lunch money and the purchase of twenty-five-cent neckties. 
The married woman understands that the money which purchased 
her necklace was velvet. She knows in her heart that her husband 
would not deny himself an automobile, a flyer in a dead-sure stock, 
a trip abroad or any other mere trifle just to buy her a Christmas 
gift. Under the circumstances, she can hardly be blamed for be- 
lieving that the gift came from the pocket rather than the heart. 

This spirit of giving could be effectively obliterated by restor- 
ing that cheery monarch of Christmas gift-givers—the jovial Santa 
Claus. Why is that generous and lovable personage taken away 
just when we reach the age of appreciation? Very little children 
are told that Santa Claus brought them all the amusing toys and 
pretty gifts, and yet, when the youngsters arrive at the age of in- 
telligence, man’s selfishness comes crashing down on the beautiful 
fancy, and he proceeds to collect all the credit for the joys of 
Christmas. 

Christmas is, indeed, a joyous time for every one. Baby’s rat- 
tle makes just enough noise to interest baby. The ten-year-old boy 


of the household has a drum which makes just enough racket to 
interest the entire family—and two-thirds of the neighborhood as a 
side issue. The girl just out of her teens becomes childishly daffy 
over the candy, books and jewelry; while the mother finds great 
happiness in a lovely sealskin sack—her gift to father. 

Poor father! He can’t smoke the cigars, and he trembles at 
the variegated neckties. However, there’s plenty of room in his 
pockets for his hands. The iceman, the janitor, the paper boy, the 
bootblack, the barber, the ashman, the postman, the cook, the maid 
and the policeman never fail to give father a hearty ‘‘ Thanks!’’ for 
his remembrances 

So Christmas becomes a sort of Thanksgiving—or, to be literal, 
a Thankstaking—for father, and before the day ends he is full of 
thanks—a condition which cannot fail to make him thankful. 





Boy—*' Hello, is yo Santa Claus ?”’ 

Santa—‘‘ Dat’s what I am.”’ 

Boy—*‘ Whar yo sleigh an’ reindeers ?”’ 

Santa—*‘‘ Wa-al, yo see, I’s tryin’ a arryplane dis yeah an’ de blame injine done 
stop workin’ on me an’ I hadder lite a mile or so down de road.”’ 





“HOLD YOUR EAR, O GENTLE SANTA.” 





A MESSAGE TO SANTA CLAUS. 





By HORACE DODD GASTIT. 


OLD your ear, O gentle Santa, 


Hear what I want you to do, 
When on Merry Christmas morning 


You come whistling down the flue: 


’*Stead of pretty worsted slippers, 
Or a smoking-cap to thrill, 


Just be kind enough to leave me 


A RECEIPTED BUTCHER'S BILL! 
Do not bring embroidered waistcoats 
To increase my venity, 
Nor a lot of knitted neckties, 
Made especially for me; 


« But if you would make my Christmas 


Green as is the summer grass, 
Leave a note that says you've settled 
For MY LAST OCTOBER Gas! 


I don’t want a set of Dickens, 
Or a baby orguinette. 

I’ve a wife and do not need an 
Automatic Talkerette. 


I have bric-a-brac aplenty, 
Pots and kettles, curios, 
3ut I'd like to have an order 
For A SUIT OF WINTER CLO’ES! 


I have lots of pretty pictures, 
And no end of chromo prints. 
They were given in my boyhood, 
They've been given ever since. 
So if you will just avoid ’em, 
’Twill be pleasing to my soul, 
But I’ve not the least objection 
To A CELLAR FULL OF COAL! 


And I think I ought to tell you, 
Though my gratitude is vast 
For the way that I’ve been treated 

By your favor in the past, 
With the Ship Domestic drifting 
In a channel full of rocks, 
Though I’m very fond of Ruskin, 
I’D PREFER A PAIR OF SOCKS! 





HIS FEARS. 


Hewitt—‘* You should hitch your wagon to a star.”’ 
Jewett—** Yes; and then a blamed airship will come along and 


get tangled up in the rope.’’ 


CHRISTMAS MORNING. 
“6 6 Nes drum for the baby is damaged,”’ said the wife, Christmas 
morning. ‘‘ It has a hole in the drumhead.’’ 
‘* Never mind,’’ rejoined the philosophical husband. ‘‘ Now 
baby won't have any trouble putting his foot through.’’ 


AN ADMONISHMENT LOST. 


EV. Hudson Robert Jones 
had preached what he 








F thought was a great 
‘ Christmas sermon. On 
the way home from church 
he came upon a youth sit- 
ting doubled up on the 
stoop of adomicile. Wish- 
ing to admonish this 
young person for what he 
took to be laziness, he 
stepped up to him and 


2a yey 


said, 

‘Don’t sit there like 
that, my boy; this is 
Christmas. Get up and 
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stir yourself; you certainly must have something in you!”’ 
‘* I’ve got a big Christmas dinner in me,”’ was the forced reply, 


** and I can't move.’’ 


HELPING MATTERS ALONG. 

Mrs. Harlem—*‘‘ I thought you said your husband was going to 
swear off smoking the first of the year, and here you are giving him 
a box of Christmas cigars.”’ 

Mrs. Bronx—‘‘ I’m going to help the resolution along. That’s 
why I bought these cigars.’”’ 


THE COMING FAD. 
Editor—‘‘ I have not seen anything from your pen lately.’’ 
Author—‘‘ No; I’m very busy on an Esquimau dialect story at 


present.”’ 


WHAT CHRISTMAS DOES. 
‘6 (age Christmas splendid, father?’’ 
‘Great, my child! If Christmas didn’t come along once a 


year, we might never know how much the trades people trust us.’ 


A BARBER is always ready to split hairs with you. 


SOMETHING WITHIN HIS MEANS. 


GAUDILY attired, effeminate-acting young man entered a 
noted down-town jewelry store, and in glib speech informed 

one of the clerks that he wished to purchase a nice Christmas present 
for his sweetheart. He had no idea as to just what he wanted, but, 
whatever it would be, it must be a suitable token of his esteem for 
her, and, at the same time, come within his salary. 

‘* What, may I ask,’’ inquired the clerk, ‘‘ is your salary?”’ 

‘‘ Six dollars a week,’’ was the prompt reply. 

‘* Young man,’’ said the clerk kindly, but firmly, ‘‘ you’ve struck 
the wrong place. You'll find what you want just around the corner 


at the toy shop.”’ 


THE REAL THING IN A CHRISTMAS MATINEE 
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1. Romeo Rackett—‘* This is certainly hard luck! Put out of my boarding 2. Hudson Toob—‘* Well, well, if this ain’t my old friend Hobbs, from 
. . : Pt ~ , ’ , bs ie ae 
house on Christmas Day with nothing but my rube make-up and a carpet bag Hossheads, I’m a goat! Come on, old chum, and we'll have a Christmas 
c , 7 4 . . . , « ’ Y an ta ; “ ; ” 
of stage money that wouldn’t buy me a hot dog for my Christmas dinner.” feed that'll make Chancy Poopooh jealous when he hears about it. 
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3. Hudson Toob—** Yes, I flatter myself nobody ain’t got nothin’ on me 4. Hudson Toob— So careless of him to roam about tow n with a gripful of 
when it comes to orderin’ these eat things. ‘There’s a bedroom with this suite long green. Forgot my fur-lined overcoat with my wallet in the pocket, but 
I ordered for you. Turn in and take a nap while I arrange a little surprise for = ; a few yellow ones now, and I can buy a new coat when I get to 
you.”’ Sanada. 
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5. Hudson Toobh—‘**‘ What! Stage money !”’ 6. Hudson Toobh—‘** Wonder if I could touch him for the price of a feed ?”’ 











A PREFERENCE. 
By John Kendrick. Bangs 
) FIDDLE, when there’s care about, 
Is futile, goodness knows; 
But it is better, past all doubt, 
Than harping on your woes. 


THE REAL BENE- 
FACTOR. 

RMED with candy and 

toys, the philanthropic 
old gentleman mounted the 
rickety stairs of a dingy 
tenement and, with a 
chuckle, knocked at the 
door of a little cripple 
whose pathetic letter he 
had only the day before 
read in anewspaper. Once 
inside and his mission and 
gifts disclosed, the desti- 
tute family had cause for 
rejoicing. 

But it was the crippled 
boy in a low bed in the 
corner that claimed the 
good man’s attention; and 
as this youth gleefully 
grabbed up each bright 
gewgaw and useful gift, 
his benefactor chuckled 
again. 

‘* How do you like your 
presents ?’’ he finally in- 
quired, 

** Oh, they’re bully !’’ ex- 
claimed the elated cripple. 

‘‘And whom do you 
thank for all these nice 
things ?’’ next asked he, 
standing with legs apart 
and swaying with satis- 
faction. 

‘*The man what owns 
the newspaper, o’ course !”’ 
was the unexpected reply. 

COALS OF FIRE. 

NE Christmas evening a 

Sunday school pupil ap- 
peared at church, only to 
be surrounded immediately 
by a number of deriding 
playmates. 

**She’s wearing her sis- 
ter’s coat!’’ cried one. 

‘*And she’s got her 
brother’s gloves on!’’ said 
another. 

‘* Yes,’’ was the retort 
that turned the tide of ridi- 
cule, ‘‘ and I came with 
my mother’s blessing.’’ 


THE FIRST AMERICAN SANTA CLAUS. 








WELL PREPARED. 


Mrs. Neavlyzved—‘* What have you done by way of preparation for Christmas ?”’ 
Mr. Newlywed—"‘ I told the bank cashier to send you two blank check-books.”’ 





NEW ENGLAND LIMERICKS. 


(Cackleated ror the lounge-itude and laughter-tude of Eastern Massachusetts.) 
HERE was a queer seamstress of Wrentham 
Who broke all her bones till she bent them. 
She said, when they set her, 
**T’ll go you one better ”’ 


And, breaking another, 
she “went’’ them. 


There was a rich spinster 
of Pride’s 
Who read all the ‘‘ Mar- 
ried’’s and ‘‘ Died’’s 
When her name from 
each list 
She delightedly 
missed, 
She chuckled way down in 
her sides. 


There was; a bright broker 
of Boston 
Who knew every stock he 
had lost on; 
He knew all reports 
Of the longs and the 
shorts, 
And the horns every bear 
had been tossed on. 


A waggish young black- 
smith of Walpole 
Would vault with a well- 
seasoned, tall pole; 
And once when he fell 
He apologized : ‘‘ Well, 
How can any one spring 
with a fall pole ?’’ 


A gay lady-killer of Dover 

Would fall in love over 
and over. 

When of each he grew 
tired 

And wanted her fired, 

He not only cut her, he 
clove her. 


A shrewd young physician 
of Norwood, 
While others were trifling, 
would saw wood. 
On the wood that he 
sawed 
He traveled abroad, 
As any young mar worth 
a straw would. 


There was a young girl of 
Pawtucket 
Who bottled some beans in 
a bucket. 
Her pa couldn’t throt- 
tle 
His love for the bottle, 
And, not knowing beans, 
why Pa tuck it. 
oe 


A CHRISTMAS 
TOAST. 
OMAN—a second 
thought of the Crea- 
tor, whose second thoughts 
also would seem best! 


THE DOLL WHO “KNOCKED” CHRISTMAS 


By WALTER BEVERLEY CRANE. 


WENDOLEN CONSTANCE VERE DE VERE 
reclined in a silk-lined and luxuriously 
padded box by the side of Jemima Jones, 
the gutta-percha doll, who sprawled on the 
hard shelf. The immense establishment 
was deserted and as quiet as a churchyard 
in December. 

The Vere de Vere was a very grand 
doll, with real eyebrows and eyelashes, 
parted lips of ruby bed disclosing 
pearly white teeth, and languishing 
blue eyes that opened and closed—a 
brilliant waxen lady in an imported 
gown, with human hair done up in 
the latest style of coiffure and a 
face marvelously molded to the last 
fashionable expression of ennui. 

She was not a person to be 
patted off to sleep upon one’s pil- 
low, propped on the table while one is learning one’s lessons or sur- 
reptitiously dipped in the nursery bathtub, and she turned up her 
aristocratic nose in disdainful hauteur when Jemima Jones addressed 
her. 













Jemima was not beautiful; she was the most unprepossessing 
doll in the shop. She was not in the Vere de Vere’s ‘‘ set,’’ and she 
should not have been put on the same shelf with that lady. 

‘* Why don’t you like Christmas?’’ asked Jemima. 

‘* Because it’s a horrid bore,’’ yawned the Vere de Vere, 
nuisance, a season of importunity and absurd sentimentalism. I 
hate Christmas and the nasty, pushing, shoving, clawing crowds 
that come with it. Town is simply impossible during Yule-tide.’’ 

‘* How long have you been here?’’ queried Jemima. 

‘Oh, I’ve been ‘in stock’ three years,’’ replied the Vere de 
Vere. ‘‘I’m not of ‘ the people,’ don’t you know? I’m not in ‘ the 
set’ of the average shopper. I await a properowner. I have hopes 
of being bought by some multi-millionaire this Christmas and join- 
ing a smart house party up the Hudson. But I do hate Christmas!”’ 

**T love Christmas !’’ exclaimed Jemima, as she gave her flex- 
ible legs a stretch and smiled as only a good-natured gutta-percha 
doll can wrinkle her face. ‘‘I think Christmas is the greatest day 
in the year. My sisters tell me that they have grand old times with 
the little girls who give house parties to everybody—nigger dolls, 
old-fashioned Teddy bears, tin soldiers, Shem, Ham, Japheth—every- 
thing and everybody that ever came out of Noah’s ark. My sisters 
say that Christmas is 
the only time of the 
year that people are 
truly democratic and 
sociable; and, in order 
to be happy, don’t you 
think we should be 
sociable?”’ inquired 
Jemima. 

“*You talk as if 
you had been in the ark 
with Shem, Ham and 
Japheth,’’ said the 
Vere de Vere haugh- 
tily. ‘‘ You have im- 
bued strange ideas. 
What is the world 
coming to? I bid you 
good-night,’’ she said, 
and closed her lovely 
blue eyes. 

But Jemima could 
not close hereyes. She 
was too happy. She 
was so glad that 
Christmas was near 
that her little gutta- 
percha body was rest- 
less with joy. 


‘ 
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THE EVERLASTING CHRISTMAS TREE. 


Wife—‘‘ Oh, George, it’s just occurred to me—how shall we manage for Christmas trees 
when forests have become extinct ?’’ 


“* Don’t let that worry you, Martha. 


The next day was the 24th of December, and the manner in 
which the dolls were purchased made Jemima deliriously happy. 

The Vere de Vere’s ideas of ‘‘ good form’’ would not permit of 
any expression of interest. She wore an intensely bored look. 

Late in the afternoon a lady and gentleman drove up to the shop 
in a beautiful limousine car and visited the doll department. 

** Jack,’’ said the lady ‘to her husband, ‘‘ here are two dolls, 
side by side on this shelf. One is a common gutta-percha thing, 
the other a most expensive French importation. Did you notice the 
poor little girl with her nose pressed close to the shop window when 
we got out of the car? Really, the expression on her wan little 
face was most pathetic. I read in that child’s face, ‘There is no 
Christmas for me!’ I shall make her a present of this gutta-percha 
doll and slip a bill in the box with it. This French doll is just what 
Ethel wants.’’ 

And the saleswoman was ordered to put the dolls in separate 
boxes. 

Now the two boxes were of the same size and shape, and so the 
lady’s husband got them mixed. 

Little Ethel received a gutta-percha doll wrapped around with 
a five-dollar bill; the poor little girl in the street was the recipient 
of a gorgeous French doll gowned to perfection. 

Jemima Jones is having a very merry Christmas. 
Vere doll knows to-day how the ‘‘ other half ’’ lives. 


The Vere de 


A CHRISTMAS CURIO. 
By Leon Mead 
UST a bit of Dresden china 
On my cupboard’s middle shelf; 
But sometimes she seems more than that— 
The saucy little elf. 


So rare is she and fragile, 
That I handle her with care; 
And so modest that to ask her 
Anything I’d hardly dare. 


But one thing of my shepherdess 
It gives me joy to state: 

She’s no new woman, thank the Lord, 
Nor maiden up to date! 


DECEMBER ROSES. 
Gladys—‘‘ A girl begins to hang up her mistletoe as soon as she 
gets too old to hang up her stocking.’’ 
De Garry—*‘ I’ve noticed, though, that some girls never get too 
old to hang up the mistletoe.”’ 


PLANTS HAVE 
MEMORIES. 
HE mistletoe blush- 
ed for shame, 
As it hung above 
the door, 
When the maiden told 
her flame 
She had never heen 
kissed before. 


VICE VERSA. 
séTTOMMIE, how 
would you like it 
if Santa Claus brought 
you a pair of new 
shoes ?”’ 

‘*He wouldn’t do 
such a mean thing. 
Shoes aren’t the prop- 
er things to put in 
stockings.’’ 


HE REASON why 
the mistletoe is 
always hung in alight 
place is that its pres- 
ence is not necessary 


This one’ll do for several seasons yet.’’ in a dark one. 
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THE GREAT WHITE ELEPHANT MYSTERY. 


By TUDOR JENKS. 


EAL gloom brooded over the cir- 
cus tent. Shorty Denison was 
the first to speak. 

‘It ain’t no use, gents,’’ 
says he. ‘‘ We’ve got to tell the 
old man.’’ 

As one man we arose and 
filed our way to the ‘ man- 
ager’s’’ room in the local hos- 
telry. 

We found him in bed. 

‘*Well, what’s up?’ he 
asked. 

Shorty took the situation by 
the horns. 





‘* The elephant is gone.”’ 
** Gone bad?’’ asked the manager. 


** Nope,”’ said Shorty. ‘‘ He’s missing entirely. Ain’t to be 


found.”’ 

‘* Have you made a thorough search?’’ asked the manager. 

‘‘ Yes, sir,’’ said Shorty. ‘‘ We’ve looked everywhere. He 
ain't nowhere.’’ 

‘* Well,’’ the manager replied, ‘‘ the show is billed for to-mor- 
row and the elephant has got to be found. A circus without an ele- 
phant is ‘ Hamlet’ without the Ghost. This isupto you. If there’s 
no circus, there’s no cash. No cash, no wages. No wages—it’s 
walk home. Now, you get out and I'll get up.”’ 

We went in single file down the echoing stairway and gathered 
in consultation on the sidewalk in front of the hotel. 

‘*The elephant is gone,’’ Shorty remarked, checking off the 
points on his stumpy fingers. ‘‘ We have raked over the whole place 
without finding hide nor hair of him. He can’t fly and he ain’t no 
burrowing creature. This is no job for the regular circusman. 
Have any of you got any cash?”’ 

We pooled our resources and got together about twenty dollars, 
collected in a hat. The question now arose what to do with it. 
‘*Give it here,’’ re- 


upon any of the company. Let us for the moment take it asa 
working hypothesis that the disappearance is the result of an out- 
sideagency. Iwill look over the locale of the supposititious crime.’’ 

We led him to the empty side tent. To and fro Keene ran, 
until not a square inch of the ground had been left unexamined. 
Then, brushing the straw from his knees, he turned to the gaping 
group with a smile. 

‘* Gentlemen, the elephant is not in his regular quarters. To 
the next step. The elephant’s weight is far above that of most 
quadrupeds, and only certain cetaceous creatures are comparable 
with him in this respect. But cetaceous animals—e.g., the whale— 
have no feet. Fins, yes; but feet, no. Consequently there is no 
danger of confusing the trail of the two. Do you comprehend me? 

**It follows, gentlemen, that the removal of the pachyderm im- 
plies the transportation of a heavy weight. Either the elephant 
walked or he was carried. In either case the ground should have 
received some permanent impress. Let us, then, examine the soil.’’ 

With a whoop of joy we scattered to conduct the investigation. 

Suddenly Shorty pointed with triumph to a distinct indentation 
in the middle of the circus tent. Keene shook his head with a quiet 
smile. 

**Not yet, Shorty,’’ said he. ‘‘A moment’s reflection will 
show you that you have found the impress of the circus pole, just 
before it was raised. Yet it is something gained that we have 
eliminated this orifice from the possible hypotheses. Let us try 
again.’’ 

Keene was soon able to point out to us a long row of regular 
and alternate indentations leading from the tent away over the fields 
toward the town. The more impetuous began to follow these foot- 
prints, but Keene called them back. 

‘*Gentlemen, distrust the obvious. The criminal may have 
made this apparently natural trail by means of a pile driver. In 
the great rhinoceros case for a few minutes I was thus nearly mis- 
led. The elephant may have been transported by means of a sling 
attached to a powerful balloon; or four automobiles, one beneath 
each foot, might have carried him to the hard pavements where he 

would leave no trace.’’ 











marked Shorty. 
The hat was dumped 





Abashed, we let Keene 
direct the gathering of evi- 









into his hands, Shorty re- 
sumed: 

‘*Every man to his 
trade. This here’s a job 
for adetective. I’mgoing 
to get the best one in the 
business.”’ 


OLD NICK. 


By FREDERICK MOXON. 





dence. One by one he 
tested these and other 
theories. 


All this took time. A 
week went by. The man- 
ager, who had been per- 
suaded to hire the detec- 
tive, was furious when he 





As the twelve o’clock 
whistles were dying into 
silence, Shorty was seen 
approaching, accompanied 
by a stranger whose whole 
bearing was calculated to 
inspire confidence. He was 
slight, not tall, had keen, 
gray, restless eyes and a 
narrow-lipped mouth. 

Shorty introduced him 
with a wave of the hand: 
‘*The detective, Cyrus 
Keene, gentlemen.”’ 

Keene, with one com- 
prehensive glance, seemed 
to possess himself of every 
detail of each of the gen- 
tlemen present, and said, 
in a quick, nervous style. 

‘*T amin possession of 
the salient facts of the 















HO, one rare day of all the year, 
With lavish hand and words of 
cheer, 

Brings goodly things to pass ? 
Who but the big, warm-hearted Saint 
(And may his halo ne’er grow faint ! )— 

The good old Nicholas. 


2 & # 


wre for the balance of the time, 
While week by week the church- 
bells chime, 
Brings evil things to pass? 
Who but the God of Selfish Greed, 
And mocker of the Christmas creed— 
The bad “Old Nick”’—alas! 


found he had to postpone 
the show; but at a few 
words from Keere he 
quailed. 

‘*Sir,’’ said Keene, 
** beware or I will abandon 
the case!’’ 

‘*But at the rate of 
two hundred and fifty dol- 
lars per day,’’ the manager 
objected (such was Keene’s 
charge), ‘‘ it will cost me 
more than it would to buy 
a new elephant.’’ 

Then, with a most 
masterful air, Keene turn- 
ed upon him a look such as 
a wife might give her hus- 
band when he had forgotten 
to post a letter, and spoke 
these weighty words: 

“Your ‘Wild Man 

















case. We may, I think, 
assume that the elephant 
is not in his usual place.’’ 
We nodded. 
‘*And,”’ Keene went 
on, ‘“‘no suspicion rests 














from Borneo’ may deceive 
an uncritical public, but to 
one familiar with ethnolog- 
ical diagnosis ’’—— 
(Concluded on advertising page.) 
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MEDITATIONS OF THE CHRISTMAS TURKEY. 


By R. W. 


MUST say that I am an important per- 
sonage. Whether due to my kingly 
bearing, my long line of ancestors or 
to a certain facility for diplomatic 
gobbling, I have been unable to ascer- 
tain; but I know that my banquets are 
of the finest and served ty servile, yet 
loving, hands. There is nothing too 
good for me, and though I accept 
their offerings with that air of dignity 
which my cousin, the Bubbly Jock of Scotland, has never attained 
to, yet I cannot but please the poor creatures by my appreciation of 
their food. 

In a conversation which I had with one of my chamberlains, 
Lord Cock, I so far unbent as to question him as to the explanation 
of the existence of these Featherless who worship us. He said he 
was wholly unaware, save that they treasured up the produce of his 
harem, removing them zealously every morning, to what end he 
failed to see. He said he had noted one feature—trivial, perhaps, 
but still of some little moment—that his wives had a knack of being 
removed from his conjugal care with more or less violence by the 
Featherless, and while this was convenient in the case of a nagging 
wife, he resented their unceremonious departure; that, while pur- 
suing some antiquarian researches in a rubbish heap, he had been 
horrified to find some bones, which his knowledge of anatomy had 








DOWN THE CHIMNEY. 


‘*Mamma, haven’t I been a good little boy? "’ 
** Yes. Why? ’”’ 
‘* Because here comes Santy Claus."’ 


THE BAS-BLEU UP TO DATE. 
By Edward W. Barnard 


OR my Christmas, if you love me, 
Get a book, but look and hark you, 

Not some treatise miles above me; 
No anthologies, and mark you, 


Not a screed on Woman’s mission 
(I'll work mine out if I’m able!); 
Not a dear de luxe edition 
Built to grace a center-table; 


Not a tedious tale of travel 

Duller than a railway folder; 
No romances to unravel— 

Bear in mind I’m getting older! 


Plays ? Why, don’t you know, my sweeting, 
Vaudeville’s ousted sock and buskin? 
Sermons? Don’t I go to meeting? 
No, I beg you, no more Ruskin! 


Do not give me any fiction, 
You know that’s my daily diet! 

History is an affliction, WAR 
With its base intrigue and riot. 


None of that, by this old mass-took! 

Give me-—wait, dear, till I’ve said it — 
Just an ordinary pass-book 

With a balance to my credit. 


Sneddon. 


led him to surmise were those of our race; and that, while this had 
disquieted him, since he was provided with an ever-changing vari- 
ety of wives, he had not thought it his duty to complain, and that, 
beyond reading a paper at the club, on the remains, he had dropped 
the subject. 

I have been thinking things over, and when one of my subjects 
was summarily removed, I followed at a discreet distance. I ex- 
perienced a shock in seeing her neck foully wrung and her feathers 
removed. Her poor corpse was placed in a pan after embalming 
and thrust into a hole, from which I perceived a delicious odor to 
issue. Secure in my post of observation, I watched long and saw 
her borne out and carried to another coop, where a Featherless dis- 
sected her, and, monstrous thing! an orgy of cannibalism was in- 
dulged in. I could bear it no longer and fled. 

I am filled with a strange disquietment. I heard some one say, 
‘* To-morrow is Christmas. He must go.’’ Who is ‘‘he’’? Can it 
be— Yes. I see the executioners come. Be calm, beating heart! 
I will die as befits a king. Come, ’tis a sharp medicine! Do your 
work quickly— Gobble, gobble, gobble, gluck! 


CAME HOME TO ROOST. 
Crabshaw—*‘ I’ve preached and preached to that boy about 
being deceitful, but he merely laughs at me.’’ 
Mrs. Crabshaw—‘‘ No wonder. You put all the best presents 


in the top of his Christmas stocking.’’ 





OUT OF SEASON. 


Her pretty lips, in scorn they curl, 
No more she finds me dear. 

Ah, me! She was my summer girl, 
And Christmas now is here 








WHY SANTA CLAUS WAS LATE. 


age 
THE FINE ART OF OLD AGE. 


By THOMAS L. MASSON 





OUTH is that experimental 

and tragic part of a man’s 
which he 
continuous 


life in is fore- 
doomed to a 
round of disappointments, 
as the pathetic necessity of 
his nature compels him to 
test, one by one, all those 


tricky pleasures that offer 
themselves to him. Old 


age, on the contrary, is 
that period where he has 
learned what things to 
avoid; and no sum of wis- 








dom is greater than this. 

All that a man needs who is growing old is a stomach not 
too much out of repair, a2 minimum of rheumatism—in general, 
a framework not susceptible of anything especially acute. For 
the rest, he has tranquillity, an experience, and no morals; for 
of these after sixty there is no especial need. Habits that were 
once bad are now highly desirable on their own account. He may 
take his glass of rum and water as many times a day as he wishes, 
he may smoke when he chooses, he may attend the race track daily 
and, with certain reservations, of which he is his own best judge, 
he may become the finest kind of a dead-game sport without criticism 
or eternal obloquy. 

Reflect, for example, upon what it means, as age deepens, to 
be able to be imposed upon with impunity. This alone is worth the 
price of admission to the home stretch. Youth is sensitive to all 
kinds of importunities, bristles up at the slightest provocation, is 
ready to roll up its sleeves and have it out at the least intimation 
of injustice. Old age, on the contrary, is passive, smiles at anger 
and discourtesy, and treats injustice and hypocrisy with that respect 
they deserve. And for this reason, just because old age doesn’t 
mind being imposed upon, no one imposes upon it. 

Youth, being too serious, is afraid to be frivolous for fear of 
losing its dignity. It busies itself with fruitless things, such as 
fame, fortune and the settlement of controversial questions, like 
philosophy, socialism and the like. Old age will have none of these. 
It shrugs its shoulders politely at immortality and the freedom of 
the will, it nudges theology in the ribs, as much as to say, ‘‘ You 
old hypocrite, you can’t fool me any more!’’ and it settles down to 
affairs of the only real importance, namely, the game of pinochle, 
the latest detective story, and neighborhood gossip—for the simple 
annals of any locality are really, when one comes to think of it, 
about all there is 
worth thinking of 
seriously. 

It would seem, 
indeed, as if old age, 
having become duly 
absolved from all the 
frictions and sorrows 
of youth, had enough 
from this alone to 
insure a comfortable 
joy; but to ali these 
have been added the 
greatest gift of all— 
the power to fall in 





love. 

It is useless to 
say that old men are 
foolish in their love 
affairs. This is one \ 
of the sacred privi- 
leges of age. To have 
the power granted to 
one of making a fool 
of one’s self without 
any penalty attached 
to it is almost too 


great a blessing. What he wanted —— 





DID SANTA CLAUS GET THINGS MIXED? 








ABOUT THE SIZE OF IT. 


Not only this, but it seems to be a wise dispensation of Providence 
that every man, no matter how old he is, can always find some 
young and beautiful creature to love. His family, serene in their 
confidence, relax their watchfulness a short period, when, lo! his 
daily walk in the park results in a beautiful and blushing bride. As 
for his fortune, why shouldn’t he spend it upon her? What, pray, 
has he been accumulating it for all these years, if not during his 
last years to wind up in a blaze of nuptial glory by obeying his 
natural instincts? 


DRASTIC MEASURES. 
‘s [ WILL kill myself!’’ shouted the half-crazed man, struggling 
in the arms of the officers of the law. 
** No you won’t !”’ said one of the policemen. 
** I will, I will, I'll commit suicide, or die in the attempt!’’ 


A GOOD GAME. 


Jimmy (us Willie breaks another boat)—‘‘ wow! wow! 


wow!’’ 

Mamma—‘‘ Willie, what do you mean by breaking the nice 
toys Jimmie got for Christmas ?”’ 

Willie—* But we're playing navy, ma, and I’m showing him 
how in real war his ships wouldn’t be worth a darn.’’ 


SHOP TALK. 
YOUNG woman 
of Toledo, O., 
was asked by a friend 
as to the likableness 
of a young chap who 
time 
been paying devoted 
attention to the 
young woman in 
question. 
** Oh,’’ replied the 
fair one carelessly, 


for some had 





** William is a nice 
enough fellow, but 
he talks 


much.’”’ 


shop too 


that?’’ 
ques- 


** How’s 
was the next 
tion. ‘‘I thought he 
was a street-car con- 
ductor.’’ 

‘**So he is,’’ re- 
- turned the _ other; 

; ‘*and he’s continu- 

ally saying, ‘Sit up 


' tr 
——what he got closer! 
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“WHEN THE CUCKOO CUCK-OO-D SIX ON CHRISTMAS MORNING.” 
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7 XA ee a) 3 
l Mr. Popper—‘' 1 wish I knew what to get the kid for Christmas! Hello! 2. Mr. Popper—‘‘Is he all right with kids ?’’ 
There's a suggestion !' Fancter—* Sure '"’ 


Vr. Popper—“ All right, send him up Christmas Eve.”’ 
5 r 





























3 Mr. Popper—‘‘T'll just tie him here till morning—everything else is $ (2.03 A. M 


arranged."’ 
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JOHN AND PERCILLY. 


By JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY. 


E GOT up a church-doin’s 
Last Christmas Eve— . ‘ 
Kind o’ dimonstration Pees 


"At I railly believe 


Give more satisfaction, 
Take it up and down, 


Than any show er intertainment 


Ever come to town. 


Railly was a theater— 
That’s what it was!— 
But bein’ in the church, you know, 
We had a ‘*‘ Santy Claus,’’ 
So’s to git the old folks 
To patternize, you see, 
And back up the institution 
Kind o’ morally. 


School teacher writ the thing— 
(Was a friend o’ mine)— 

Got it out o’ Longfeller’s 
Pome, ‘‘ Evangeline,”’ 

Er som’ers ’bout the Puritans. 
Anyway, the part 

John Alden fell to me, 
And had it all by heart. 


Claircy was Percilly 
(School teacher ’lowed 
Me and her could act them two 
Best of all the crowd) ; 
Then blame ef he didn’t 
Git her pap, ’y jing! 
To take the part o’ Santy Claus 
To wind up the thing! 


WANTED 


Y A LOVER, a thermometer for 
testing the warmth of a girl’s 
heart. 


By an old maid, asprig of mistle- 
toe and a man to put up the same. 


By a little boy, a stocking that 
will hold a bobsled. Said stocking 
must be delivered before Christmas 
Eve, or will be of no use. 


3y a parent, a pair of goggles 
that will prevent children from see- 
ing Santa Claus while the latter is 
hiling stockings. 


By a minister, a pair of Christ- 
mas slippers that will fit. 


EDITORIAL. 


EW jokes about Christmas are 
about as rare as hens’ teeth. 


CHRISTMAS NOTE. 


EW boys want long pants at 
Christmas time—they don’t 
want to give up their long stockings. 


UNDER THE MISTLETOE. 

Cholly—‘‘ I say, Tommy, aren’t 
you going to give me your sister 
for a Christmas present?”’ 

Tommy—‘‘ Sorry, but I can’t. 
When I caught Mr. Spoonlate kiss- 
ing her last night, she made me 
promise that I would not give her 
away.”’ 





Many of us love Christmas for 
what it has been. 


Law! the fun o’ practisun! 
Was a week er two 

Me and Claircy didn’t have 
Nothin’ else to do! 

Kep’ us jes’ a-meetin’ round, 
Kind o’ here and there, 

Ever’ night, rehearsin’ like, 
And gaddin’ ever’where! 


Game was wuth the candle, though. 


Christmas Eve, at last, 
Rolled around, and ’tendance jes’ 
Couldn't be su’passed. 
Neighbors from the country 
Come from Clay and Rush— 
Yes, and ’crost the country line, 
Clean from Puckerbrush. 


You see, the way the play run— 
M a-actin’ John, 
And Claircy, mind! Percilly— 
There was sparkin’ goin’ on! 
Played it all so natchurul, 
And it tuck so well, 
Even old man Santy Claus 
Had to stomp and yell! 


CHRISTMAS BELLS. 


So by time his turn come 
Fer to take the floor, 
It was nearly twelve o’clock— 
** Lacks a leetle more!”’ 
That’s what I whispered 
To Claircy, and she said 
Somepin’ in a whisper back, 
And laughed and shuck her head. 


Meetin’ house jes’ trimbled 
As old Santy went 

Round amongst the children, 
With the pepperment. 

And sassafras and wintergreen 
Candy, ‘‘ and a ball 

O’ popcorn,’’ the preacher ’nounced, 

‘* Free fer each and all.’’ 


School teacher suddenly 
Whispered in my ear, 
** Guess I got vou! Christmas gift! 
Christmas is here!’’ 
I give him a gold pen 
And case to hold the thing; 
And Claircy whispered, ‘‘ Christmas 
gift!’’ 
And I give her a ring. 


** And now,’’ I says, ‘‘ jes’ watch me! 
‘Christmas gifts!’ ’’ says I; 
‘* I’m a-goin’ to git one— 
Santy’s comin’ by!’’ 
Then I rech and grabbed him; 
And, as you’ll infer, 
Course I got the old man’s, 
And he gimme her! 


POOR SANTA CLAUS. 


ING out, oh, bells, your message, please, Bobbie—-‘* Santa Claus must have 


Upon the city’s every street! 
Tell one and all to take their ease— 
To-day there’!] be enough to eat! 
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a: S-Daxcy 


a hard time to get all the presents 
he gives,’’ 

Papa—‘‘ He has a harder time 
paying for them.”’ 


THE UP-TO-DATE GIRL. 

Miss Bronx—‘ How do you re- 
member what you gave people last 
year?’’ 

Miss Harlem—‘‘ I always keep a 
card index of Christmas gifts.’’ 


A CHRISTMAS SLIP. 
HE boy who gave his mother a 
pair of slippers for Christmas 
later on wished that he had selected 
some other present. 


OFFICIAL Statistics show that the 
garden gate is still ahead of the 


¢ 


mistletoe. 


YULE-TIDE. 


By Harrold Skinner, 


blues, 
And reds and browns, and 
other hues, 
From opera lengths (as operas go), 
To cotton sox at five a throw—— 


T all the stockings—blacks and 


Of all the restive human race 

Were dangling from the fireplace 

In countless rows.... (imagine 
them !) 


. r And JUDGE were Santa Claus 
PERSINIMON Sem SERSE TIONS nd JUDGE 


Of jest, and verse, and roundelay, 
That drive the sullen frown away, 





PRESIDENT TAFT’S CHRISTMAS. He’d stuff the stockings full, be- 


The Rhode Island turkey man, who so long has supplied the White House 
with its Christmas fowl, will have to take a back seat, as no doubt some 


cause 
He’d still be JUDGE, tho’ Santa 


Georgia patriot will send President Taft a Christmas tree garnished as above. Claus. 








uage 
LITTLE JOHNNY AND THE TAFFY ’POSSUMS. 


OLD ‘“‘SANTY’’ MAY GET MAD AT BOYS, BUT ALWAYS ENDS BY GIVING TOYS 









































2. They seek in vain upon the snow- 





*Twas Christmas Eve, a clear cold night— 2. 

John and his band in great delight No trace of sled or deer below. 

Go forth quite stealthily because But Johnny, glancing upward, sees 
His airship flying midst the trees. 








‘They hope that they'll see Santa Claus. 





























4. But Johnny leads them without stop 
Up walls and roofs to chimney top. 








There they can reach the airship ropes 


3 Old Santa’s surely up-to-date, 
And climb still higher, filled with hopes. 


And has no need of sled or skate 
They watch him down the chimney slide, 








And wish they weren’t so far outside 
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5. Alack! alas! the ropes give ’way, 6. **Shame! shame! ”’ he cries, ** you children all — 
And down the chimney tumble they. Sore, bruised and dirty from your fall 
Down—down—till in the fireplace Some soap and liniment would be 
They land ka-thump! in Santa’s face. A fitting Christmas gift from me.”’ 

COPYRIGHT, 1909, BY JOHN A. SLEICHER, PRESIDENT, 225 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
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| THE GREAT WHITE ELEPHANT MYSTERY 





Proven Chemically Pure 


In the good old days of courtly gallantry —then real connois- 
seurs drank and relished the famous old liquor here described. 
sources such as yellow ripened corn and sparkling 
spring water—few have the inclination to produce 


a liquor of uniformly excellent quality. 
In Old James E. Pepper you get the product of 


one hundred and twenty-nine 
Old years of constant experience. 
—_—_—_— 

James E. Pepper 


One hundred and twenty-nine years ago, in the 
little cabin beside a mountain creek, a sturdy 
pioneer hewed a clearing out of the wilderness and 
began the distillation of whisky. 

With his own hands he 
felled the foresta—burned the 
underbrush and planted in the 
virgin soil the broad acres of 
yellow corn that today ripen 
te form a mellow part of this 
celebrated old liquor 


You get a greater degree of 
satisfaction than any other 
whisky can possibly give. Try 
it and see, 


You May Order Direct 





Little by little, the sturdy : sp 
Kentuckians learned of the Whisk If after inquiring of the best 
excellence of Elijah Pepper's dealer in your town you cannot 
whisky and eventually the be supplied, write us. 
entire country knew its goodness and demanded it. Prices Prices 

And so that little distillery, built with the in- 
dividual labor of the Kentucky pioneer, 4 full tts ( ears ol ottled in bo ) 
grew to be the greatest commercial institution in expr prepaid, for $5.00 
the liquor busine | o. 1 " ae ( old botth 

And that mild, ripe, mellow, old liquor grew to ais bh, 

. ° tn ) expr 15.00 
be the standard by which every other whisky 
was judged . . 
We guarantee safe delivery and instantly refund 


. . . 
To every moderate consumer of whisky in this | Money if dissatisfied. 


country we say there is no other whisky made 

anywhere in the world that compares in quality Get This Interesting Book Free 

with Old James FE. Pepper Send at once for our attractive booklet, “The 
No distiller possess« the necessary knowledge Fourth Generation.”” You will find it very interest- 


e a whisky as good as Old James E. Pep- ing reading We send it free. Address the James 
are willing to go to the expense of aging E. Pepper Distilling Co., 709 Rector Building, Chi- 
properly few have the natural re- cago, IL, or 709 Frankfort Pike, Lexington, Ky. 


to projuc 
per few 
their liquor 








French Lick Springs 


Is an all year round resort, famed for its 

healing waters and the out of door attrac- 

tions of its climate and scenery. The 

thousand acres of natural park, walks, drives, 

golf and other outdoor amusements are charm- 

ing any season. Hotel is modern in every 

respect, affording accommodations for 700 

guests, with home comforts; all sleeping apart- 

ments are outside rooms, light and airy. The 

winter climate, while crisp and bracing, is dry, 

sunny and thoroughly enjoyable, and a stay of two or four weeks 
will prove very beneficial. 

FRENCH LICK SPRINGS WATERS possess medicinal 
properties unequalled for the treatment of stomach, liver, bowel 
and kidney diseases. PLUTO CONCENTRATED SPRING 
WATER is recommended by Physicians everywhere and sold 
at all Drug Stores in half pint and quart bottles, costing 15c 

and 35c. 
Write for booklet giving full information con- 
cerning the hotel, waters, etc. 


French Lick Springs 
Hotel Co. 


FRENCH LICK, INDIANA 








THOMAS TAGGART, Pres. 





ON THE MONON AND SOUTHERN RAILWAYS 
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| The manager fled from the tent. We 
followed the supposed trail. It led toa 
gap in a rail fence. 

** Here, 
‘funless I am 
was forced to remove the rails in order 
that the bulk of the huge quadruped 

find sufficiently commo- 


” 


said Keene, 
the criminal 


gentlemen,’’ 
mistaken, 


might exit 
dious. 
Keene, like a 
the ground, made himself familiar with 
everything. Suddenly he held up a 
white card bearing the words: 
MADAME ALBUQUERQUE 
Millinery 
Feather Trimming a Specialty. 
We hailed the find with enthusiasm, 
while Keene gave us another lesson in 


retriever quartering 


the detective art. 
‘* This,’’ said he, ‘‘ is, I fear, only a 
clumsy attempt to put us upon a blind 
Let us ask, ‘ Do milliners, as a 
engage the 
Criminology dictates a de- 


trail. 
rule, in abduction of ele- 
phants?’ 
cided negative. 

‘* The card,’’ Keene went on, 
evident fake. A business card without 


an address is an anomalous artificiality. 


‘is an 


Let us see what we may conclude from it. 

**Gentlemen, here is where I apply 
the great aw of Reversal. The crimi- 
nal, unknown to himself, follows abso- 
lutely the dictates of this unerring law. 
From this card, 
read just what he 7s by the rule that he 
has here put down just what he isn’t. 
The card says woman; therefore he is 
The card makes her a milliner 


by reversal, we can 


aman. 


one who decorates the head; conse- 
quently he is the opposite—one who 
makes useful things for the feet. Do 


you follow me?’’ 

Aroused by the question, I murmured, 
** Beautiful!’’ 

‘* Yes, gentlemen, we have here the 
of a shoemaker of criminal in- 
stincts. Now, why should a shoemaker 
desire to steal an elephant? 

‘*‘ Leather!’’ Keene. ‘‘ The hide 
of the elephant is, when tanned, of an 
exceedingly tough nature. But it 
employed for ordinary boots. 


work 


said 


is 
seldom 
Consequently we must conclude that we 
have to deal with an 
maker. Keep some twenty or thirty 
feet behind me interfere. 
If you see me enter a boot and shoe 


ignorant shoe- 


and do not 
emporium, you may join me at once. 
When you see me pound my forehead 
thrice, you may seize the man at whom 
I point.’’ 

Keene walked along the main street 
of the town until he came to a large 
establishment, before which a sign pro- 
claimed that footwear was ‘*‘ For Sale.’’ 

The proprietor came forward politely 
and asked ‘‘ what he could do?”’ 

Keene time in 
naries. 

‘*I am an African explorer,’’ he be- 
gan. ‘‘ My work takes me into many 
swampy regions. I wish to have a pair 
of boots that are entirely waterproof 
and that have soles of a single piece, 
three inches thick, at least.’’ 


wasted no prelimi- 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; insures your 
| getting the very best. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 





TUDOR 


JENKS 


(Concluded) 


**You’ve come to the wrong shop,’’ 
the shoemaker replied. ‘‘ There’s no 
hide to be had that’!l cut a sole of three 
inches.’’ 

** How 
Keene boldly. 

**See here,’’ the 
**you’re off the third rail. 
looking for the circus, go along. 
want boots, talk business.’’ 

‘*Once more, I ask you,’’ Keene re- 


about the elephant?’’ said 
shoemaker, 
If you’re 


If you 


said 


peated, ‘‘ have you seen the elephant ?’’ 

The shoemaker must have been a very 
hasty man. At all his face 
turned red, and, with a sudden rush, he 
caught Keene by the collar and projected 
him into the street. 

As we had no instructions, we thought 
it best to follow, the coor was 
slammed after us. 

‘*The man was innocent,’’ Keene re- 
‘*Didn’t you notice that his 


events, 


and 


marked. 

indignation was genuine?’’ 
‘It looked so,’’ I admitted. 
‘Tam convinced of it,’’ Keene went 


on. 
‘“*T have it!’’ he exclaimed, as he 
shook the ashes from his pipe. ‘‘I see 


how I was misled. I underestimated 
the sagacity of the Elephas Asiaticus.”’ 

‘*So?’’ inquired Shorty, a little puz- 
zled. 

‘* If you were familiar with the liter- 
ature of India, you would see that it is 
quite possible for the elephant to have 
taken down the fence rails for himself.’’ 

‘* Right you are!’’ said Shorty admir- 
ingly. 

‘* Which is proved,’’ said Keene, ‘‘ by 
the fact that quadrupedal intelligence 
is unequal to the task of averting sus- 
picion by replacing the removed ob- 
stacle.”’ 

‘* Well, then?’’ I suggested, hoping to 
hasten matters. 

‘** Well, then,’’ Keene went on unerr- 
ingly, ‘‘ then the elephant wasn’t stolen 
at all!’’ 

‘* Ard there you are!’’ said Shorty. 

‘**But what will next?’’ I 
asked, for I could not follow the light- 
ning-like intuitions of the detective’s 


we do 


mind. 

** Why, if it wasn’t stolen, there’s no 
crime, and consequently there’s nothing 
for me to detect !”’ 

We gazed at him in silent wonder and 


admiration. How simple, and yet how 
true! 
‘*But,”’ said Shorty, whose mind 


moved slowly, ‘‘ you’ve had a lot of the 
boss’s money and he hasn’t got the ele- 
phant.’’ 

‘*That,’’ Keene remarked, “is like 
the elephant himself—neither here nor 
I am a detecter of crime, not a 
It isn’t my business to find 
So long as there was 


there. 
town crier. 
waifs and strays. 
supposed to be a crime, the policy of 
silence and mystery was correct. Now 
that it is evident there has been no 
crime—why, though it is out of my line, 
I’m willing to make you a suggestion, 
since you have been good clients.”’ 


‘‘And what’s the suggestion?’”’ I 
asked. 


I’d advise you to go to the town 


pound,’’ said Keene, with a momentary | 


flash cf his old-time intelligence. ‘‘ If 


the elephant has been wandering about | 


and they have caught him, he’s prob- 
ably shut up in the pound.’’ 

‘** But,’’ I objected, ‘‘ it’s a long time 
since he got away. They’d have sent 
word to the circus long ago.’’ 

‘*Not at all,’’ Keene answered, with 
a superior smile. ‘‘ This is a great hay 
and corn district. Prices are low and 
there is no demand for either commod- 
The town officials have seen their 
The elephant is eating 


ity. 
opportunity. 


tons of food all the time, at your ex-' 


pense.”’ 


rising. 

‘*I am sure of it,’’ he answered. 
‘* But, gentlemen, the four p. m. train 
leaves at four o’clock, and I am due in 
a great city many miles away, before 
midnight, to investigate the turquoise 
paper-cutter mystery. I regret that I 
must leave you.’’ 


Before we could interpose, he was 


gone. 
Shorty and I looked at each other. 


After a painful silence I ventured to ad- 


dress him. 
‘*T say, Shorty, what do you make of 


it?”’ 


‘* It is the slickest thing I ever saw!”’ 


was his reply. ‘‘ We were—dead easy!’’ 

‘*Where did you find him?’’ 

‘* Met him in a saloon.’’ 

‘* How'd you know he was a detect- 
ive?”’ 

‘* Told him I was looking for the best 
one in the country, and he said he was 

‘*Oh!”’ 

But Keene was all right, after all. 
We found the elephant in the pound, 
just as he said we would. And it cost 
the manager several hundred dollars to 
get him out. It broke up the circus, 
and we all walked home. 


OVERHEARD IN THE JUNGLE. 
66 WONDER,”’ said the Rhinoc- 
| eros, putting down his morning 
paper and turning to the Hip- 
popotamus, ‘‘I wonder if this 
new chap who has come over here to 
chase us is to be paid a dollar a word or 
a dollar a herd.’’ 

‘I don’t know,”’ returned the Hippo- 
potamus; ‘‘ but in either event it makes 
me think of the dromedary—it’s an ex- 
traordinary figure any way you look at 
2m” 

‘* Well, anyhow,’’ observed the King 
of the Beasts, as he licked his platter 
crean, ‘‘ they’ll never get a real lion in 
the Smithsonian Institution.’’ 

‘* Why not, dear?’’ asked the Lioness. 

** Because they’!l have to kill us first. 
Living, we are real; dead, we are a 
skin,’’ replied the Lion, with a wink at 
the youngest cub, who was so delighted 
with the joke that he nearly swallowed 
the monkey he was eating unfletcherized. 

The Skunks were holding a mass meet- 
ing tosee what they ought to do for their 
own protection, although it was gen- 
erally understood that visitors to Africa 
came for larger game than they. 


“‘As for me,’’ quoth Patrick Henry 
Pole, their leading orator, ‘‘I believe 


‘*Do you think so?’’ asked Shorty, | 









It is the ONLY heater 


Smokeless 





The Perfection has a solid brass font, holding 4 
quarts of oil; sufficient to give glowing heat for 9 hours. 
Solid brass wick carrier; damper top, oil indicator, 


“ Alaska” cold handle. 


Finished in Nickel or Japan in various styles. 


Every dealer everywhere. 


Standard Oil Company 


(Incorporated) 













The Perfection is the best oil heater made from 
the standpoint of efficiency, simplicity and durability. 


Automatically-Locking 


Turn the wick as high or low as it will go — there's 
no smoke, no smell —the device prevents either, and 
permits instant removal for cleaning. 


If not at yours, write for 
descriptive circular to the nearest Agency of the 


equipped with an 


Device 





is poor and the 
house cold. - 
Jack, too, is 
cold—and cross. 
Suddenly, the 
door opens and 
Mother comes in 
with a ‘“‘ Perfec- 
tion’’ Oil Heater. 


the answer 
Jack’s face. 


PERFECTION 


Smokeless Oil Heater 


(Equipped with Smokeless Device) 
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that we should fight an aggressive cam- | ica for specimens for a natural history | with all the bones you need,”’ said the 


paign. My motto, my friends and fellow- 
citizens, is millions for offense, but not 


? 


one scent for tribute! 

**T think,’’ said the Tiger, who had 
come to discuss affairs with the King of 
the Beasts, ‘‘ that we should take a leaf 
out of the books of these humans. Now, 


what do you think, oh, King, of our or- 
| ganizing an expedition to hunt in Amer- 


In answering advertisements pl 


| 
museum of our own?’’ 


‘* Fine!’’ replied the Lion. ‘‘I think 
a museum filled with stuffed malefac- 
tors, weaklings, and mollycoddles would 
be very instructive.’’ 
‘*And how about financing the ex- 
pedition?’’ asked the Tiger. 
** At any time you are ready, colonel, 
, just apply to me and I will provide you 


Lion graciously. 

‘* Busy, doctor?’’ asked the Mosquito. 

** Yes, very,’’ replied the Yak. ‘‘ The 
Giraffe has contracted a sore throat eight 
feet long, and the Gnu is very sick.’’ 

** Really?”’ 

‘Yes; he’s threatened 
monia.’’ 

‘Dear me, what a gnuisance!’’ 


with gnu- 


tion JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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HOW IT CAME OUT. 
You praised her stately slenderness 
In golden hours; 
You spoke with soulful tenderness 
Of leafy bowers. 
' You called her your divinity, 
Your heart’s desire; 
You looked into infinity 
And strummed love’s lvre. 


Yes, it was most inspiring, too, 
When you would say 

For her you’d work untiring to 
Your latest day. 

She should not soil her dainty hands 
Nor have a care. 

You would fulfill her least demands 
With promptnesgs rare. 





But, ah! the years have quickly run 
Their beaten track. 

Say, how about those yarns you spun? 
Alas! Alack! 





Ll] ita Uncle Sam’s Favorite x 
wy 4 H A M P A G N E. 5 To-day I heard your darling make 
A slight request; 


Then you replied, ‘‘For goodness sake, 


For Xmas Dinner, For Home, Banquet or Club Gi ‘er 
Ss 
Rts exquisite flavor and superiority over other and more expensive brands make it the favorite beverage of the American people. Konica iene —Chicago News 
Invariably selected by Pe eons and connoisseurs who know quality and unhesitatingly choose it on all occasions. sail as 
GOLD SEAL CHAMPAGNE is made in this country by the French process from the most luscious grapes. , - : 
Equal to any imported champagne without paying the import duty. Rivers— How do you pronounce that 
Two kinds—Special Dry and Brut. word, ‘ taxicab’? = 
Sold by all leading grocers and wine merchants. Brooks—‘‘ The emphasis is on the 
‘ tax.’ ’’—Pittsburg Observer. 


URBANA WINE CO., Urbana, N. Y. (Sole Maker) 


BOY'S POST-PRANDIAL CHANT. 


Gee! Th’ Christmas dinner Wisht they’d bless my stomach, too 


Is a winner! 


With th’ turkey gettin’ 


Till there’s just th’ bones an’ neck, An’ keep beatin’ good an’ strong; 
Like a wreck, But my stomach! Oh, gee whiz! 
Standin’ lonesome on th’ platter; Guess that’s where my conscience is! 
An’ you feel yourself get fatter Hope there’s some left for to-night, TRADE MARK 
When they pass th’ sweet potatoes, When I'll have more appuhtite, 
ha? th showed oxen on tammatnen, Allright! Note the INSIDE STRUCTURE of a Rubberset Brush 
An’ th’ cloves-stuck-in-it ham, Huh! My Uncle John, w’y, he See the cross section—each bristle sunk deeply into a bed of hard, vulcanized rub- 
ber. A patented process of construction that defies destruction. 


An’ th’ jam, 


An’ th’ celery an’ pickles, Gee! Th’ Christmas dinner . . - : 

se ee oe -— Apce- a RUBBERSET COMPANY, [2yiories.... Newark, N. J. 
An’ th’ cider with th’ tickles Is a winner! Berset Shaving Cream—the luxuriant healing lather—25c the tube of 100 shaves 
When you swallow. — Wilbur D, Nesbit in Century Magazine. Maer ? - pings : “9 


Christmas comes but once a year. 


That'd help when we get through, 
thinner ‘Cause my heart can get along 










Sez I lack capacity ! 
ez I lack ¢ Apacity: Prices 25c Upward to $6.00 at Dealers Everywhere and Barbers 








HER FAVORITE SCHOOL. 





Mustn’t spoil it while it’s here! First fair invalid—‘Which kind of 
When we've et th’ table bare, doctor do you prefer—the allopathic or 
Gee! My clothes is hard to wear, the homeopathic?’’ 

An’ th’ folks say, ‘‘ Bless his heart Second fair invalid—‘‘I prefer the 
He has done a grown man’s part!”’ sympathetic.’’—Fliegende Blaetter. 
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Precede Your Christmas Dinner 


with a good old-fashioned toast 
and pledge the day in a deli- 
cious, fragrant CLUB COCKTAIL. 
It makes the most delicately 
stimulating and enjoyable appe- 
tizer for the Yuletide festivitics. 


C.LuB COCKTAILS are an expert 
blend of fine old liquors each meas- 
ure-mixed to exact proportions 
and aged to an incomparable mel- 
lowness. No mixing experience 
in the world can duplicate their 
even exquisite flavor. Just strain 
through cracked ice and serve. 


Martini (gin base) and Manhattan (whiskey 
base) are the most popular. Atall good dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London ly ; 
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HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


SS 
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THE MODERN JULIET. 
Candidate for part of Juliet (to manager of Shakespearean company)—“‘ Oh, 
yes, Mr. Stormer, I’m awfully gone on Shakespeare's stuff. D’ you know, I 
think he’s a man in a thousand !”’ —London Punch. 


> SS 
DALTIMORE RYE 





Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANALAN & SON, Baitimore, Ma 
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Don't Stay Fat | tvinsursnstenst nes Pure, Healthful, Refreshing 


‘*Dr. Cook was the dirtiest white man 


|I ever saw,’’ said Mr. Whitney, who, | 
$1.00 Box Fre | after the explorer had rested, ‘‘worked oa «a 

, ‘ /on him for nearly half a day with hot 

My New Obesity Reducer Will Quickly | water and a brush.’’ He found Dr. 

Reduce Your Weight to Normal, | Cook ‘‘nothing but skin and bones,’’ and 





Requires No Starvation Process | had difficulty at first in distinguishing 
him from the Esquimaux.—Press. 


and Is Absolutely Safe. 


With fingers frozen and numb, “THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS” 


But with eyes the color of hope, 
A man in latitude eighty-two 

Was plying a brush and soap. 
Scrub—scrub—scrub! 

(So hard that it must have hurt!) 
And all the time in a minor key 

He sang the ‘‘Song of the Dirt!’’ 














HO, FOR A DAY 
IN THE FIELDS! 


Whistle that eager pointer to heel, furbish 
up gun and shooting contraptions, get 
a good friend that will “go the route,” 
and spend a day in “God's all out-of- 
doors.” You may not get any birds, but 
if you have a flask of “Old I. W.” along 





*‘Scrub—scrub—scrub! 
While the water is cooling fast; 
And scrub-—scrub—scrub! 
As hour after hour drags past. 
It’s, oh! for a glimpse of pink! 
| If only on flesh I could look! 
*T would make me scrub with vigor afresh 
If I knew it was really Cook! 








**Scrub—scrub—scrub! 
P Till I almost begin to sob; 
Don't Cry Because You Are Fat. Send to Prof. Scrub—scrub—scrub! 





























































Kellogg and He Will Reduce You Will this brush last out the job? . . h ” f h f 
As He Did Me. Nose and forehead and ears, you wont miss the best part of the fun. 
FREE, positively free a $1.00 box of Kellogg’s Safe 7 
Fat Ke auere, te v 4 ¥ eutlever from. fat, just te ‘peeve Ears and forehead and nose— ‘6 ”? e e 
that it actually reduces you to normal, does it safely, ; ; iz © 
leaves no w Finkle s, and builds up vour health at the samse How I long to be ina Christian land OLD I W HARPER Louisville 
time. Mail free coupon below to-day. Where a fellow could borrow a hose! ws ” 7 
$1.00 Free Package Coupon. “*The shape I am trying to clean poe eae “ co een ta 
This coupon is good for a $1.00 package of Kellogg’s Is nothing but skin and bone, 
Safe Fat Reducer and a book fof photographs and Yet but for the terrible dirt | 
testimonials. Fill in your name and address on the b= | 
blank lines below and enclose 10 cents in silver or It seems so like my own. 
stamps as an evidence of cood faith and to help cover ° 2 
postage and packing, and by return mail you will re- It seems so like my own— 
ceive a $1.00 package prepaid. Poor chap! it makes me weep 
F. J. Kellogg, 3072 Kellogg Bldg., A F 
Seattin Conch. fitein To think that soap should be so dear 
And ice should be so cheap! 
Tt ninatnchsbediebbadeinndnuce teeewennnininliild 
ate ‘‘Serub—scrub—scrub! 
—— My labor never flags. | 
ree INO.... eecccveseses ee eeeeeeeesesesecese And what shall I get? A par or two 
Cerenttun In the half-penny evening rags. 
Bt Rs 6 odie cv ncnnscescovespesnesacsonses But, there, I mustn’t complain! 
, —— My name would never be seen 
an In even the most obscure of prints 
FANCY FLORIDA ORANGES AND GRAPE FRUIT If Cook had been fairly clean!’’ 
The famous Peace River Brands direct from the groves to the 
consume A 7" Vv ne ted and packed from choicest fruit Ww h fi : a , 
on the market for hot and family trade. ; 
; oe | Wit ngers frozen and numb 
Prices per box F. 0. B. this city 2 4 
Oranges, 176 to box. $2.00. | Grape Pruit, 70 to bor, $3.00. But with eyes the color of hope, 
taining oranges, grape fruit and tangerines for $3.25 A man in latitude eighty-two 
This fruit will keep a month if kept in ool place. Orders ° . 
hox to-day to avoid the Xmas rush. Express and freight rates Was plying his brush and soap. 


average $1.50 per box to Eastern States. Terms cash with order 


iX The Citrus Fruit Co., P. O. Box 136, Arcadia, Fla. a 


Scrub—scrub—scrub 

(So hard that it must have hurt!) 
And all the time in a minor key--— 
Which must have been jolly for Dr. C. !— 
























Before you pay 8 
cent, we will con- 














vince you that He sang this ‘‘Song of the Dirt!’’ 

Manine permanently cures any drug habit. Guaranteed & & io wy, 1 vy Y Mt~n> . a 

not to contain Morphine, Laudanum, Opium or any other —London Punch. -* bd << ts. 4% % se <r” = FE MILLER 

habit forming drug. No money required in advance, a °- a ——Liaietieietce 

full month's treatment sent to those afflicted without eninieteisel, 

= cent of deposit. yy te: ay by y -S- oo 

will cure you. Give it a trial, on are e . . 

the sole judge. Address Fifty Famous Wheeling Stogies, $1.15 THE LUCKY CURVE 

Manine Medicine Co. Charges Prepaid Guaranteed to equal any five-cent cigar. - a . aid 

3287 Locust § St. Lewis, Hand-made. Long Filler. Please state Light, Dark or Medium. <p: . * : - ” 

| it. Me. A PPROVAL i LEVINE & CO., Stogic Makers, P. 0. Box 630, Wheeling, W. Va. Right in luck, Bill. Look w hat we ve found | 
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Round trip tickets, 
including meals and 
stateroom berth on 
Old Deminion 
Steamers, 

NEW YORK 
To 
NORFOLK 
OR 
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DELIGHTFUL SHORT SEA TRIPS 


OLD POINT COMFORT, NORFOLK, RICHMOND OR WASHINCTON, D.C. 


Aliording Pleasure and Rest. 


OLD DOMINION LINE 


INCLUDING ACCOMMODATIONS AT 


HOTEL CHAMBERLIN 













Round trip tickets, 
including meals and 
stateroom berth on 
Old Dominion 


Steamers, 


NEW YORK 





To 
RICHMOND 

OR 
Washington, D. C. 


AND RETURN 


$15.00 
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Days’ outing, in- 
cluding transporta- 
tion, meals and 


stateroom berth, 





and hotel accom- 


modation, 


$18 











W. L. WOODROW, Traffic Manager 
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Tickets and Stateroom Reservations, Pier 26 
SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED PAMPHLET, Desk “3” 


BOTTLED IN BOND 
IF YOUR DEALER CAN NOT SUPPLY YOU WRITE TO 


THE STAR DISTIL LEAY C7 Cwciwnati.0. FOR ONE WHO CAN, 













Pye 
——— 


, North River, 


OLD FASHION HAND MADE SOUR MASH 
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THE ONLY DIRECT LINE TO OLD POINT COMFORT AND NORFOLK WITHOUT CHANCE 
Steamers are all equipped with the United Wireless Telegraph System 


STEAMERS SAIL —— WEEKDAY AT 3 P. M. 


Foot of Beach Street, New York 


J. 


General Offices, 81-85 Beach Street, New York 











Atlanta, Ga Grand Rapids, Mich. Buffalo, N. Y. 





and successfully 
specialists for the past 30 years. 


At the following Keeley Institutes: 


Hot Springs, Ark. Dwight, Tl. Kansas ( ity, Mo. 
Denver, Col Marion, Ind St. Louis, Mo. 
West Haven, Conn Lexington, Mass. 2801 Locust St. 
Washington, D. C., Portland, Me Manchester, N. H. 


Drug 


White Plains, N. Y 
Columbus, 0. 
Portland, Ore. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


$12 N. Broad St. 


For Liquor and 


Using 


A scientific remedy which has been skilfully 
administered by medical 


Pittsburg, Pa. 

4246 Fifth Ave. 
Providence, K. I 
Winnipeg. Manitoba. 
London, England. 
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tion, meals and 
stateroom berth, 





and hotel accom- 
modation, 


$22 






































J. BROWN, General Passenger Agent 





A COMPLEX RELATION. 


She—*‘Who was that lady you just 
| bowed to?’ : 
| He—‘*That was the second wife of the 
| third husband of my first wife.’’—Flie- 
| gende Blaetter. 


CHRISTMAS SPIRIT. 


The Christmas spirit, 
No mistake, 
Looks like a game 
Of give and take. 
—Detroit Free Press. 


ECONOMY. 


Daughter —‘‘Ma, I think you’d better 
let pa smoke in the house.’’ 

Mother—‘‘I should like to know why?”’ 

Daughter—‘‘ Every Christmas we have 
| trouble trying to find a present for him 
|—everything is so expensive, you know; 
but we can always get very pretty ash 
trays at thirty cents.’’"—Los Angeles 
| Times. 





THE ADVANTAGE. | 


Friend—‘‘Why do you’ encourage 
these woman-suffrage meetings? aes 
you don’t approve of them?’’ 

Husband—‘‘Approve? With all my | 
heart! I can come home as late as I 
like now without finding my wife at 


|home to ask questions.’’—Fliegende 
| Blaetter. 








CANADIANS in the United States are respect- 
fully requested to create a 
demand for Gooderham & Worts Canadian 
Whiskey. Stock carried in the Warehouses of 
Wakem & McLaughlin, Chicago. 





























MAKING A MAN WHILE YOU WAIT. 


Hurry the baby as fast as you can, 

Hurry him, worry him, make him a man. 

Off with his baby clothes, get him in 
pants, 

Feed him on brain foods and make him 
advance. 

Hustle him, soon as he’s uble to walk, 

Into a grammar school; cram him with 
talk, 

Fill his poor head full of figures and 
facts, 

Keep on a-jamming them in till it cracks. 

Once boys grew up at a rational rate, 

Now we develop a man while you wait. 

Rush him through college, compel him 
to grab 

Of every known subject a dip and a dab; 

Get him in business and after the cash, 

All by the time he can grow a mustache. 

Let him forget he was ever a boy; 

Make gold his god and jingle his joy. 

Keep him a-hustling and clear out of 
breath, 

Until he wins—nervous prostration and 
death. 

—Southwestern’s Book. 


A CHRISTMAS JINGLE. 


| The sleighbells soon will jingle, 
| And nose and ears will tingle, 
| And arms and waists will mingle— 


What a picnic to be single! 
—Red Hen. 


CAN HE DO IT? 


‘*Here’s a job for Burbank.’”’ 

‘*What?’’ 

‘*Training a Christmas tree to sprout 
its own presents.’’—Louwisville Courier- 
Jou rnal, 











The Great 


TAMPA BAY 
HOTEL 


Fireproof. 








| 








Tampa, Florida 


Winter Season December 1st, 1909 to 
April roth, 1gr1o. 


Fifth 


Year 


Management of 
David Lauber 


In the midst of a most wonder- 
ful tropical park. Climate Ideal. 
Sunshine, flowers, music, tennis, 
boating, fishing, hunting, motor- 
ing, driving and riding. 100 miles 
of dustless shel] roads. 


No Storms or Fogs on the West Coast 











Information and Booklet for the asking. 
Address Tampa Bey Hotel, 
or any 
Seaboard Air Line, Atlantic ,Cosat Line, South- 
ern Raltway also Mallory, Savannah and 
Clyde 5S. ines. 













In answering advertisements piease mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 




































“All rights secured.” 
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